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PREFACE 

It is customary for authors to write a preface 
to their books, or an apology for inflicting their 
literature upon the public. 

I will state that when I began writing I had no 
thought of its publication, but wrote purely for 
my own amusement. 

In the summer of 1903, one sultry Sunday 
"5^ evening, I was sitting beneath the spreading 

* boughs of an oak near the North Birmingham 

7 Spring, which was spouting its cool, sparkling 

X waters to quench the thirst of the visitors assem- 

bled there. Two gentlemen, strangers to me, 
^ seated themselves near, and began discussing the 

:^- achievements of Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 

^^ Glen. They discussed at some length his lies, his 
<," thefts; marvelling at his rapid and lofty rise in 

^ ' the world, his high social, financial and religious 

s. standing, and the power he wielded. 

s^ Their conversation drifted my mind back to 

^^ an old speech in McGuflFy's reader we boys in our 
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schooldays so often spoke, "How big was Alex- 
ander, pa, that people called him great?" An- 
other line, "Could, while his feet were on the 
ground, his hands touch the sky?" 
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The 5th stanza on page 45 was suggested to 
my mind, which formed the nucleus for "Solilo- 
quy of Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen." 

That same evening while sitting in the cool 
shade listening to the water splashing in its flow, 
and when en route home, eighteen or twenty 
morestanas came into my mind, and on reaching 
home I pencilled them in my memorandum with 
no object in view whatever. 

For several weeks the subject was in my mind, 
and at intervals one or more«tjtiuas were added, 
with no thought of their ever being published 
until the 13th day of October, 1903, I knowing 
that that was the anniversary of one of Bob's 
steals. 

That day, for the first time, the idea of pub- 
lishing the poem was conceived, the first ataina^ 
of this poem suggested, and that night I began in 
a permanent way writing and arranging this epic 
as it is here presented. 

A. M. Prude. 
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My Beloved 

GENERAL E. W. RUCKER 
OF Birmingham, Ala. 

Gen. Forrest's most skillful and trusted general, on whom 

he most relied in times ot doubt and danger, who 

led me in the strife between the States 



Biography of Birmingham Bob 
of Rainbow Glen 

Birmingham, Ala., October 13, 1903. 

At meeting camp, where all did shout, 
Bob was the greatest roustabout; 
He's mangest dog that e'er was born, 
Twas Bob who filled Lorenzo's horn. 
— ^Vincent, Ex-Postmaster. 

In the early eighties, like the great Galena 
with her portholes all aflame, came Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen, the czar of liars, thieves 
and scoundrels, travelling from the west toward 
the east in search, not of light, but of the all- 
important dollars, seeking the poor, whose hard 
earnings he might devour. 

Reader, Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen is 
no character of fiction, he is no myth, no imag- 
inary being, but a stern reality — a real lying, 
thievish demon, a barking, snarling, wolfish, bob- 
tail pup, escaped from the womb of the snaky 
sorceress Sin, progeny of Satan — simply a non- 
descript. 
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As he swung himself from an A. G. S. train 
which had just arrived in front of the old Relay 
House in Birmingham, Ala., which many com- 
paratively young people of to-day remember quite 
well, he turned his greedy eyes to the south, and 
viewing verdure-clad Red Mountain with its 
well-nigh inexhaustible supply of iron ore stored 
by our Creator in its unexplored bowels, these 
words in undertone were mimibled from his lips : 
"This is an age of steal, and in this harbor I will 
cast my anchor; here I'll lie, here I'll steal, here, 
in every conceivable way, I'll plunder the poor of 
every color, of every sex and of every condition, 
and amass a most colossal fortune, and send my 
fame to the farthest ends of the earth." 

Stopping at the intersection of Twentieth Street 
and First Avenue, on the Linn Bank corner, he 
served notice on Jefferson County that he had 
come now, and he had come to stay, lie and to 
steal. 

After lying and stealing a little here and a 
little there, and a little more here and some more 
there, his lying, thievish brain conceived and con- 
cocted a land scheme. Then and there he began 
the most scientific system of lying and robbing 
the poor that ever was done the world over. 

The first lie was a stock-farm lie. Then a town 
was to be built, with Residence Park filled with 
many palatial mansions, in front of which were 
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to be beautiful walks and drives and grassy lawns, 
with many fountains spouting the purest water 
from a near-by mountain spring. 

Other parks with sparkling springs, grassy 
lawns, beautiful walks and drives and flowery 
bowers, pictures of Elysian fields, were shown 
upon his plats and maps, and illustrated by his 
lying, oily and slippery tongue. 

When property all around these designated and 
map-shown parks was sold at exorbitant prices, 
with his solemn agreement to make these im- 
provements, and when notes began falling due, 
and his customers, victims of his thievish machi- 
nations, began inquiring why he was not comply- 
ing with his agreement, he very frankly and 
plainly said: "Yes, I said those things, it is true; 
I did tell you of those beautiful walks, drives, 
flowery lawns, spouting springs and fountains, 
parks, etc., but what I said was not put in writ- 
ing. It don't amount to anything, it is not bind- 
ing. You gave your notes ; it is in writing what 
you agreed to do, but what I said Td do is not 
in writing and not binding." Think of the face 
and marvellous impudence of the man. 

The reply was : "Mr. Birmingham Bob of Rain- 
bow Glen, I did not know or think it was neces- 
sary to put what you said in writing to make it 
binding, for I thought you were one of the most 
honest, honorable, upright and truthful gentle- 
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men I ever saw. I never believed it was neces- 
sary to put your word in writing to bind you." 

This remark he did not seem to relish very 
much, and replied : "You will have to change your 
opinion of me." 

The opinion of him was at his own suggestion 
then and there changed, and was then, and is 
now, that Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen was 
and is the grandest liar, thief and scoundrel that 
ever lived in any age or in any clime, on earth or 
in hell; that he would steal the shirt from a 
hungry, sickly, shivering orphan's back in time of 
storms, and that he would steal from a crippled 
tumble-bug. 

Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen drew up all 
the writings himself. Then whose fault was it 
that what he said, that what he agreed to do, was 
not put in writing too, and if left out, was it not 
his duty to hold himself amenable thereto when 
informed ? Certainly it was. Honest reader, was 
not that stealing in the worst form? 

One Confederate soldier's widow with children 
(two quite small) to support, who had with the 
most rigid economy and industry accumulated a 
few hundred dollars, he bombarded with the most 
ungodly lies that ever fell from a devil's lips about 
his Elysian parks with walks, drives, grassy lawns, 
vine-clad bowers, gurgling springs, spouting 
fountains, iron fences, and lies too numerous and 
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infernal to mention, and robbed her of her hard 
earnings. The money the widow had made at 
midnight with the point of a needle, when he was 
on his downy bed of ease, while he was snoring 
until he would almost wake himself. Many, 
many nights, after putting her three little orphans 
to bed, she had run her needle all night long, not 
sleeping a wink. Laying her work aside about 
or before the streaks of dawn appeared, she 
would prepare with her already tired and sore 
hands a scanty meal, awake her darling off- 
spring, and then they would partake of the scanty 
breakfast she had so faithfully prepared under 
most adverse circumstances. 

Don't you know, honest reader, that a man who 
will filch money by such damnable means from a 
poor Confederate soldier's widow will steal the 
cloak in a snowstorm from the shoulders of a 
poor, houseless woman with half a dozen hungry, 
sickly, barefooted children clinging to her tat- 
tered garments? 

Great Grod ! Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen, 
though heartless fiend as you are, how can you, 
how can you bear to close your eyes in sleep in 
mansion fair built in Rainbow Glen, the corner- 
stone of which is bread stolen from a poor widow 
and her orphans? 

Felon unwhipped ! than whom in Pratt mine cells 
Full many a groaning wretch less guilty dwells. 
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Guilty thief, conscienceless wretch, what sad 
fate, what hellish doom awaits you before your 
eyes are sealed in death? Surely awaits you, 
when the death angel bears your misspent life 
away to regions of the damned, where avenging 
Nemesis will pour out upon you vials of wrath 
until your flesh shall be burned from your bones 
and your eyes from their sockets, where the ten- 
der smiles of Christ will be transformed into fiery 
serpents fastening their envenomed fangs into 
your thievish, rotten, cankered heart, where the 
hell in which you will spend eternity will be a den 
of poisonous asps, deadly cobras and red-tongued 
rattlers, where you will eternally feel their cold, 
slimy forms coiled about your bare limbs and 
naked body, and have their forked red-hot 
tongues forever licking and piercing your cheeks 
and lying lips, their direful hisses forever dinning 
in your ears, you eating and drinking their 
poisonous slime, venom and venomous excrement 
throughout the ceaseless ages of eternity. Your 
offence is rank, it smells to heaven. 

Birmingham Bob's map, hung upon the wall 
in his office, showed four squares with heavy red 
lines drawn around them, which he pointed to 
with emphasis as parks; told each customer (or 
victim, if you prefer) of their beauty and con- 
venience, and sold all adjoining and near-by lots 
at exorbitant prices, with his solemn agreement 

6 



that they were parks and were to be iron fenced 
and otherwise beautified by him. 

After all adjacent property had been sold, and 
his attention was called to the important fact that 
he was violating his contract, then it was he made 
the memorable and astounding statement that 
what he said, that zvhat he had agreed to do, did 
not amount to anything, was not put in writing 
and not binding. 

That night he stole his map from off the office 
wall (at least it was gone next day), hid it away 
where it has never been seen since and never will 
be again, and in a few days hung another one 
in its place, red lines all gone, no parks shown 
at all. 

At the time his map disappeared from his office 
he went stealthily to the court-house, where his 
map had been recorded, which also showed the 
parks, and with the boldness and fearlessness of 
the devil, and while the probate judge was not 
looking, tore out the map, slipped out and de- 
stroyed it. He then went to the tax assessor's 
office and destroyed the map there showing the 
parks. 

It has always been known, and is still known, 
that Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen did it, 
yet no grand jury has dared indict him, nor judge 
instruct the jury it was their duty to indict, as 
Colonel Bob of Rainbow Glen is too powerful 
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and influential to be handled in a Birmingham 
court. 

Now, at this date, maps all destroyed, Birming- 
ham Bob of Rainbow Glen swears by the eternal 
gods, holy saints, jim-jam snakes and fiery devils 
that he never did tell anybody anything whatever 
about a park of any kind anywhere, and empha- 
sizes it by saying he will have to hit somebody 
if they ever say it again. 

What a liar, what a liar, what a liar is Birming- 
ham Bob of Rainbow Glen! 

Ask Anby, ask Appleby, ask Daniel, ask RCh- 
ibald, all truthful and honorable men, ask them, 
ask the Rev. Mr. Edmondson and many others 
if he is not one of the most voluminous liars 
unhanged. Liar most immense and intense! 

Ask Mr. Houghton, a noted and most honor- 
able citizen of Birmingham, what Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen, in company with several 
other gentlemen, said about parks, and that while 
standing on the ground he said was to be a park. 
Ask him what he said about walks, drives, flower- 
beds, spouting fountains supplied by the moun- 
tainside spring. Ask him did lying Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen do anything he said he was 
going to do. Houghton is a most estimable gen- 
tleman, truthful, honest and reliable. "Ask him ; 
he is of age.'' He will tell you he wouldn't believe 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen on oath, if 
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he were standing upon every Bible and hymn- 
book in Jefferson County, with eyes and both 
hands lifted toward heaven; if he should swear 
until he was as black and smutty as the roof of 
hell, if he had fifty cents in sight. 

It is said, and probably truthfully, that the Ely- 
ton Land Company, after selling all lots surround- 
ing certain squares designated as parks in the 
city of Birmingham, attempted to sell parks also. 
Be it to the honor of that noble-hearted citizen, 
Thomas Jeffries, that he interfered and thwarted 
their designs. Birmingham in the meantime had 
grown in wealth, had become quite a wealthy cor- 
poration, had more wealth than the Elyton Land 
Company, and their efforts failed. Rich men 
(capitalists) owned the adjacent property, and 
writing or no writing, they said to the El5rton 
Land Company, you must stand to your agree- 
ment. Avondale Land Company tried the same 
thing, but failed. 

But how different with Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen! He has stolen from the poor, 
helpless men, widows and orphan children, and 
given a small per cent. — ^very small indeed— of 
stolen gains to a few rich, and not a word of 
protest against his flagrant wrongs has ever been 
uttered. No one cares how much or how often 
he steals from the poor. The poor themselves 
seem to think it is their fate and lick the hand 
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of him who holds in that hand the bread wrested 
from the mouths of their wives and children. 

Boss Tweed and other boodlers of New York, 
boodlers of Minneapolis and boodlers of St. Louis 
can be brought to justice for stealing from the 
rich, but Colonel Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 
Glen, who makes a specialty of lying to and steal- 
ing from the poor, with impunity bullies and 
defies the authorities of Birmingham and the 
State of Alabama. Colonel Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen did, with "love of gold afore- 
thought," place upon his wall in his office a cer- 
tain map showing certain lands, parks, etc., from 
and by which he sold large nimibers of lots. He 
also placed for record in the probate judge's office 
a copy of said map, as the law required, which 
was duly and legally recorded in a well-bound 
book kept for the purpose, as the law directed. 
Also in the tax assessor's office was kept a copy 
of said map, as also the law required. When 
Colonel Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen had 
sold all property adjacent to certain "parks," and 
saw that the auspicious and opportune time had 
come to make a further steal from his victims 
(some Confederate soldiers' widows and or- 
phans), and knowing these maps would be evi- 
dence against him, he deliberately went to the 
court-house (in daylight or in midnight darkness, 
he and God Almighty only know which) and tore 
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out from the record the maps in both the probate 
judge's and assessor's offices, and destroyed the 
one on the wall in his office, and had an entirely 
new and different map altogether substituted 
for it. 
Justice, why dost thou slumber? 
It was well known that Colonel Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen was the thief, the boodler, 
; the burglar who stole those maps, yet none dared 

I say one word about it, simply wrote on the next 

. page with pencil very dimly, "Torn out." 

No grand jury has ever been organized in 
5 Jefferson County that has had the courage to 

[j tackle that ''proposition," although they each and 

^ every one of them swore they would ''let no one 
^ escape from fear or hope of reward." Large 

^ numbers of grand jurors, no doubt, never knew 
^ of this, as knowing ones were afraid to tell it. 

^^ The Right Hon. Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 

Glen burglarizes the public records at will, and 
J roams the streets of the city, the most honored 
J and feared man who ever trod upon the pavement, 
J drawing a salary of $10,000 a year, besides a large 
J income from other sources. He is honored to-day 
^^^ by rich and poor, high and low, who consider it an 
honor to be able to grasp him by the hand and 
bask in his smile as he passes, looking into his 
face with that sickly, sycophantic, horrid, damn- 
able grin upon his satanic visage, which they 
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foolishly imagine is a smile. Let a poor, ragged, 
hungry and ignorant negro or white man go into 
the probate judge's office and tear out a blank leaf 
from a record, inconveniencing and injuring no 
one, and he will cut no less than one thousand tons 
of coal. 

One man to whom he most grievously lied 
about his parks, iron fences, walks, drives, flower- 
beds, vine-clad bowers, palaces, fountains, etc., 
and to whom he sold property, showing him on his 
map that one-half block in one direction was to 
be a park, in which he would erect numbers of 
elegant palatial residences, in the opposite direc- 
tion, just one street in front, was Spring Park, 
which he very soon was going to enclose with an 
iron fence, lay it off in walks and drives, adorn 
it most elegantly with rarest flowers, shrubbery, 
etc., picturing it a perfect Eden, bought the prop- 
erty at an enormous price, part cash, giving notes 
for deferred payments, not thinking for one 
moment that any human being could or would tell 
such^ extravagant lies. The purchaser built in 
good faith, as he had agreed to, a house on 
the property. When notes fell due, he re- 
fused to pay them, as Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen had done nothing whatever that 
he had agreed to do, and had sold many lots 
in Residence Park, as he called it, and was 
denying he had ever told any one anything 
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about a park at all Suit was threatened, notes 
being placed in a prominent attorney's hands for 
that purpose. After consulting one or two of 
Birmingham's best lawyers, and being advised, 
as thief Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen had 
not reduced his lies to writing, to pay off his notes 
to save a shelter for his wife and children, he in 
despair went to his betrayer, Birmingham Bob 
of Rainbow Glen, who had proved to be such a 
villainous traitor, tried to get some compromise, 
some concession ; but the scoundrel was heartless, 
and as immovable as Red Mountain with its 
stores of ore. Birmingham Bob told him that 
what he said was not reduced to writing, so was 
not binding, and not one cent of interest or prin- 
cipal would be remitted. 

That heartless thief of hell, Birmingham Bob 
of Rainbow Glen, took the last cent that man had 
between his wife and children's mouths and star- 
vation except $1.35. 

About a year after that, his victim in despair 
went to him, told him what a sad condition he 
had brought him into by his misrepresentations, 
and asked him for the sake of his wife and chil- 
dren to give him some employment, which he could 
have done easily, as he had many persons in his 
employ and was employing additional ones daily, 
and it would not have cost him one cent. His 
victim told him it was his duty to give him a 
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job, told him he owed it to his wife and children. 
But after robbing him, his wife and children, he 
not only refused him a job, but threatened to hit 
him, telling him he never told anybody anything 
about a park of any kind, and instructed two of 
his superintendents never to give that man nor 
one of his boys a job of any kind. 

What a strange streak in human nature! 
When a thief steals from you, or a scoundrel mis- 
treats you in any way, he hates you as long as he 
lives. You may forgive him and not care for 
the injury, possibly forget it, but he remembers 
it and will injure you again rather than accom- 
modate you, even when it costs him nothing, and 
when he cannot profit by the second injury. In 
this case Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen's 
hatred extended not only to the victim, but to his 
wife and children also. 

The community Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 
Glen plundered was and is the poorest community 
to be found in Alabama — ^more families living 
from hand to mouth, more living oflf the labor 
of their children, than any section in Jefferson 
County; many poor, toiling, working girls, work- 
ing like slaves day in and day out on starvation 
wages to support their aged parents. 

It seems as if the devil's curse is and has been 
upon the God- forsaken place ever since Birming- 
ham Bob of Rainbow Glen laid his cursed foot 
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upon its soil. None stay there who can get away, 
and none venture within its bounds but the 
poorest. 

Had Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen stolen 
from the rich one-tenth the amount he stole from 
the poor, and had he stolen it in the same way, 
he would have donned the penitentiary stripes 
fifteen years ago. But Birmingham Bob of Rain- 
bow Glen profited by the example of Boss Tweed, 
Jesse James and Rube Burrows, who stole from 
the rich, so he stole from the poor, helpless, un- 
fortunate and uninfluential. In all probability 
had the great statesman Tweed, like Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen, only stolen from the poor, 
in place of filling a felon's premature grave, he 
would to-day, like Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 
Glen, be in the topmost circle of society, holding 
the most exalted and lucrative stations, his fame 
sung by rich and poor far and wide. 

One of his clerks not long ago, when told Bir- 
? mingham Bob of Rainbow Glen said he never 

i "told any one anything about a park," remarked, 

^ ''Mirahile dictuJ' Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 

"^ Glen is certainly one of the most remarkable men 

^' who ever lived upon the earth. No man could 

^ have lied to and stolen from even the poor as he 

has done and does, and hold the position in society 
^ and elsewhere that he occupies. He would have 

I' striped himself in a felon's garb long ago. 
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He seems a privileged character — does just as he 
pleases, and always pleases to lie and steal. He is 
beyond the shadow of doubt the most infamous, 
egregrious and stupendous liar, thief and scoim- 
drel that ever lived in any age, in any clime, on 
earth or in hell, and, mirabile dktu, in church he 
is "Big Ike," He is (to use one of Sam Jones's 
expressions) one of the "most principalest" ones 
of the four hundred. Shoofly ! you ought to see 
him on the floor dancing. He dances like a whirl- 
ing top; he can beat an Episcopal minister and 
give him "six rounds to start on." 

In financial circles he heads the list; is at the 
head of two of the largest financial institutions 
in Alabama, besides several smaller ones. He 
can and does rule the city and all suburban coun- 
cils as he wills. They are all honest, honorable 
men, and they are ruled by him unconsciously. 
They seem charmed by him and do not realize 
they are governed by his will. Any franchise he 
wishes he gets at his own price, and prohibits all 
competitors from securing a concession if he 
desires * It is known far and wide that he is 
an unscrupulous scoundrel, yet as he steals from 
the poor and makes the rich companions, he is 
not only tolerated, but lionized. 

At first sight he is always taken to be a perfect 
gentleman. He has a charm for everybody; has 
a mask over his face, and at first deceives the 
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ordinary observer. Professor S. L. Roberson, 
walking along Twenty-first Street once upon a 
time, and meeting a man notoriously bad, but a 
saint compared to Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 
Glen, .. asked the question, "Who is that man 
we just then met V said, "If that is not a bad man, 
God Almighty can't write a plain hand on a man's 
face." 

So with Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen. If 
you scan his face closely, peer beneath his mask, 
you can see thief, liar and scoundrel stamped in- 
delibly upon his face, plain as God Himself can 
write it there. 

Peer close behind that hellish grin 

And you will then and there begin 

To in his heart the venom view. 

Which caused that grin he grinned at you. 

Now, candid reader, observe him closely next 
time you see him. 

As he steals from the poor and divides with 
the rich associated with him, no lawyer can be 
found who will dare tackle him. Not long ago 
a poor negro's wages were stopped by garnish- 
ment on his employer by a certain lawyer for 
a debt the poor negro never owed him. The 
garnishee, who sympathized with the unfor- 
tunate tired and hungry negro, remarked, "Do 
you suppose if Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen 
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owed this lawyer as this n^^o does, and he had 
positively refused to pay it, he would have gar- 
nished his employer ?" He answered his question 
himself. "No; Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 
Glen would have him disbarred in less than six 
months/' And he would, too. He sure is a most 
wonderful man. The Birmingham Bar fears 
him, as do the city and suburban coimcils. 

A certain noted and able lawyer was inter- 
viewed not long since about bringing suit against 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen, who declined 
taking the case. He was reminded that one Sam- 
uel Tilden was elected President of the United 
States by running to cover the great Boss Tweed, 
and in all probability if he would run Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen, a much more villainous 
thief than Tweed, up a tree, he would succeed 
Jelks as Governor of Alabama. His reply was, 
"Yes, yes, but there is a vast difference between 
Tweed and Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen, 
as one robbed the richest corporation ever known, 
the other stole from poor individuals." How 
true, alas ! how very, very true. 

Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen stands so 
high, nearly everybody is afraid to say he even 
"handles the truth recklessly." 

Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen can never 
dare dispute the words of his dear old honest and 
truthful father, for it is true, and well known by 
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all who knew him, that he loved truth and honesty 
far better than he did his own life, and yet he said 
his son Bob was a "liar, thief and scoundrel, and 
did steal/' 

At one time, while standing upon a bridge 
which spanned a little pebbly brook near his home, 
and hearing of one of his son's diabolical deeds, 
and being vexed thereat beyond patience, he said : 
"Bob is a thief, and I don't know how he came 
by it. My people and his mother's people are and 
were honest and truthful, his brothers and sisters 
are all honest and truthful, but he will and does 
both lie and steal, and I don't know how he came 
by it; he never inherited it, nor was it taught him, 
but he will steal at every opportunity; will even 
steal from his brothers and sisters." 

The poor old sire, his hair whitened by more 
than seventy winters, silently turned away, and 
with faltering and trembling footsteps walked 
aside and off the bridge with heavy, bleeding 
heart, head bowed upon his troubled breast, no 
doubt lamenting that his blood-eating, lying, 
thievish son had ever been born. 

Not long after this, the dear old man sickened 
and died, no doubt hastened prematurely to the 
tomb by the damnable deeds of his son, Birming- 
ham Bob of Rainbow Glen. 

When that grand old man lay cold and motion- 
less in death's remorseless embrace, his face still 
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radiating truth and honesty, his immovable 
lips looked upon by his sorrowing friends, 
the thought came into their minds, "Oh, what 
words those now sealed, motionless and truthful 
lips have spoken of his son, Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen." 

It is one of the great mysteries that con- 
front us in this life, how such an unprincipled, 
flagitious and thievish scoundrel or nondescript 
as Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen is could 
have originated from such pure, truthful, honest, 
virtuous and upright parents. 

The only solution that can be given is that he 
did not originate from them at all; that when 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen was only a 
few months old, his true mother went one day to 
an antebellum barbecue, where she met the noble 
mother who afterward nourished him at her ten- 
*der breast and taught him principles of truth and 
honesty, which he soon forsook, however. The 
good woman had a babe about the same age as 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen. The two 
mothers allowed their nurses to rove over the 
grounds at will, and while gaily and merrily 
romping and frolicking over the beautiful park, 
plucking lovely flowers' that grew numerously 
along the gravelled walks and drives, or wading 
the meandering waters vomited by the gurgling 
spring that burst forth from beneath the adaman- 
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tine rocks (something like "Spring Park"), the 
babies became ''mixed up" and the good mother 
lost her own dear sweet babe, who to-day, as his 
true brothers and sisters are, is an honest and 
truthful citizen, though unconscious of his noble 
parentage, and that good and inestimable mother 
had the sad misfortune of getting the bad 
woman's child, and nourished with her tender 
breast and reared to manhood Birmingham Bob 
of Rainbow Glen, the grandest liar, thief and 
scoundrel that ever drew milk from a devoted 
mother's bosom. 

Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen once had 
an uncle, for whom he was named, famed for his 
many mills, turnpikes and stage lines. Many old 
gray-haired men and women of this day can re- 
member, when children, seeing the large stage 
coaches, sometimes carrying twenty-five passen- 
gers, drawn by six fine, well-groomed horses, 
passing along the highways from city to city. It 
was a grand sight in those early days. That man, 
whose fair name is disgraced by Birmingham Bob 
of Rainbow Glen, who unfortunately bears the 
same, while a shrewd competitor in business, was 
a most honorable man, scorning falsehood and 
dishonesty. What a pity, what a pity, that such 
a noble man, who long ago has filled a worthy and 
honorable man's grave, should have his fair name 
bedraggled by such a sneaking, perfidious, despic- 
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able and reprehensible thief, liar and scoundrel as 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen ! 

Start Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen out 
to lying on the line of elegant residences, parks, 
iron fences, walks, drives, spouting fountains, 
flower-beds, etc., and he can lie faster and harder 
than a Mexican mustang mule can kick. The 
voluminous flow of his lies is simply wonderful, 
beyond comprehension; he will lie to and steal 
from a poor widow without a blush or conscience. 

Rube Burrows, Duncan or Miller would have 
scorned the wretch that would have wronged a 
poor widow with tattered children as Birming- 
ham Bob of Rainbow Glen did. They would have 
felt disgraced if associated with him. 

How is it possible that Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen can close his eyes in sleep at night 
in his palatial mansion, knowing as he does that 
it is built with bread he stole from the poor ? Is 
he not afraid that while dreaming of his position 
in church, his exalted social standing, and his un- 
counted wealth, some volcano, struggling for 
centuries for vent, should suddenly burst through 
its barriers, dash him against the rock-covered 
mountains of the moon, deflecting him into tor- 
ment with a plunge and splash that would scatter 
the fiery waves from centre to circumference, and 
to the roof of hell, bringing an applauding relief 
to heaven, and setting all hell and hellions within 

22 



to snarling and growling with furious and un- 
restrainable anger. 

Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen is a priv- 
ileged character. He does as he sees fit, and 
always sees fit to lie and to steal, and yet no man 
dares brook or thwart his wish. No man in Ala- 
bama can steal, even from the poor and friendless, 
go to the court-house, tear up maps and public 
records at will, as Birmingham Bob of Rainbow 
Glen has done, and don not the penitentiary 
stripes of a felon. 

A few years ago the writer and Mr. Fleming 
Jordan, one of Birmingham's most honorable 
citizens, were sitting on a window-sill discussing 
most unimportant topics, when a man who had 
killed four if not five of his fellow-men, at least 
enough to satisfy the thirst of any reasonable 
man, came dashing at a lively rate up Second 
Avenue, sitting in a new-bought buggy, driving 
a pair of fine black horses groomed until they 
glistened like mirrors. The writer said, "Look 
yonder, look yonder, Mr. Jordan !" Raising his 
eyes from the curbstone, and peering in the di- 
rection indicated, Mr. Jordan said, "Yes, he can 
murder a man every few years, but he can ride 
in fine buggies and drive fast horses.'' The 
writer said to Mr. Jordan, "Mr. Jordan, let us 
turn out and kill us four or five men and get us 
some fine buggies and horses and dash along at a 
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rapid rate too, as we go through this world, for 
we won't go through it but once." He replied, 
"No, no; it won't do for us to try that, for they'd 
hang me and you on first round if we should 
kill somebody. We would never get our case as 
far as the Supreme Court; Judge Greene would 
never grant us an exception; Andrew Burgin 
would get his rope ready as soon as we were be- 
hind the bars — ^that is, if we could postpone the 
affair until we were caged. Don't you try that." 

The writer has pondered over the advice, and 
has concluded it is wholesome, and has never 
killed anybody yet. In fact, he doesn't care much 
for fine horses noway since bicycles have been 
made. 

Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen is, as that 
murderer, a privileged man, steals and lies as he 
pleases, tears up public records, and yet no court, 
no man nor set of men dare molest him. No 
lawyer can be employed who will dare uncover 
or air his crookedness, thefts and steals. 

Lawyers have been employed who would in- 
vestigate until they trailed him to where he tore 
up the records, but there they balk; no persuasion 
nor money will induce them to go further. There 
they turn back, saying, "Has that man got the 
nerve to mutilate public records in that style in 
the face of so many judges, courts, grand juries 
and all officials? 'Skuse me; you must get an- 
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other lawyer. I track that man no more; he'll 
soon have me disbarred, if not in jail/' 

The Birmingham and all suburban councils 
obey his dictates; they fear him as though he 
was a wild tiger fresh from the jungles of India. 

In the city of Birmingham there is an ordi- 
nance forbidding any man, or set of men, from 
placing a sign across a sidewalk, and through fear 
it is obeyed by rich and poor, and they dare not 
murmur, and yet it is an undeniable fact that 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen, in the face 
of mayor, aldermen and police, without a word of 
protest, hangs many ponderous signs across the 
sidewalks all over the city, signs so heavy that 
should one fall upon a pedestrian on a gusty day 
it would kill him too dead to resurrect only at 
the second blowing of Gabriel. No man or busi- 
ness firm dare protest against the discrepancy 
and favoritism. 

He cuts and obstructs the already too small 
sewers of the city as he wills, without hindrance. 

Not long ago two gentlemen were discussing 
his achievements on a street car. One, Mr. A., 
remarked, but in a low tone of voice, for fear 
of being heard too far, "Do you know you can't 
depend upon a single word he says; that he 
won't tell the truth ?" The other gentleman whis- 
pered in still lower tone, "Yes, that is what they 
say." 
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It is well known that Birmingham Bob is a 
notorious thief and liar, yet people are afraid to 
lisp it, even men from whom he stole. Dr. Allen, 
Dr. Riley, Horace Ware and his dear old honest, 
truthful and upright father are nearly all the 
prominent men who have had boldness and firm- 
ness to say publicly that Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen would and did lie and steal. But 
those and a few others noted for truth and ve- 
racity and firmness spoke out for right and jus- 
tice, hewed to the line and let the chips fall where 
they belonged. 

Once on a time, not many months ago, the 
council of East Lake saw proper to pass an 
ordinance prohibiting some of the abominable 
vices carried on in that cesspool of hell, where 
Jill unmentionable debauchery is practised, which 
conflicted with the will and interest of Birming- 
ham Bob of Rainbow Glen. At the next meeting 
of the council, lo and behold, Birmingham Bob 
of Rainbow Glen appeared upon that scene. 
Mirabile dictu! that backboneless crowd moved 
around at rate not slow. A small minority of the 
council contended for morality and justice, but 
as a body they were backboneless. Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen made a leap into their 
midst, and with a snarl and a growl, his claws 
protruding, his face distorted, and his teeth chat- 
tering, said, "You serfs, you jejune slaves, you 
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have incurred my displeasure by your obnoxious 
laws, and you must at once repeal those laws or 
suffer the penalty of your temerity." 

That frightened host fell upon their knees, 
in copious stream^, and replied in pathetic groans 
and utterances, "O Lord God, Mas' Birmingham 
Bob of Rainbow Glen, pardon us this one time; 
we will and do repeal all laws and parts of laws 
in conflict with your great majesty's desires. 
They are hereby and hereon now and forever re- 
pealed. Do, we pray your august grandness, pass 
our imperfections by this one time, and we will, 
from now, henceforth and forevermore, never 
have audacity to pass any ordinance without con- 
sulting you, our acknowledged, exalted lord and 
master, and in token of our sincerity, love, affec- 
tion and fear for you, we, while upon our bended 
knees, do and are now watering with - and our 
salt tears the floor upon which your sacred foot- 
steps fall.'' It is needless to say all objectionable 
ordinances were repealed at once, forthwith if not 
sooner, and remain so to-day. 

As to the lewdness of Birmingham Bob of 
Rainbow Glen, it is said the Sultan of Turkey 
would be ashamed of his little harem could he see 
the lewd women all assembled in one cluster that 
Birmingham Bob has thickly scattered at con- 
venient points all the way from Tuscaloosa, Ala., 
to Boston, Mass. It is said he has more concu- 
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bines than any ten Congressmen in the nation, 
though incredible it may seem. Often to New 
York he goes, ostensibly on business, but in re- 
ality visiting the fair sex scattered along the of t- 
trod route. 

It is said Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen 
lias stolen near one million of dollars, and yet it 
brings him not happiness. Uneasy tosses he his 
head at night, fearing both day and night the 
assassin's ball or his murderous dagger. His ill- 
gotten gains that he filched from the poor, from 
widows and barefooted orphans, are a source of 
uneasiness and dread to him every day and night 
of his existence. 

As notoriously bad, for lewdness, lying, theft 
and scoundrelism as Birmingham Bob of Rain- 
bow Glen is, and is known to be, he is one of the 
most popular men not only in Birmingham, but in 
the great State in which it is situated, and it is 
highly and quite probable that gray-haired men 
and women of to-day will see him governor of 
the proud, fertile, coal-and-iron-bedded State of 
Alabama. It is known by many that he has de-* 
signs and is secretly working to that end. He 
expects first to be elected governor and then suc- 
ceed Morgan or Pettus in the Senate and remain 
for life. 

A gentleman, commenting on the thefts of 
Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen not long ago, 
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said he was the very man to send to Congress; 
said he would steal the Capitol and bring it to 
Birmingham. 

Where will Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen 
stop ''at'' ? Where will he apply the brakes and 
check up "at" ? Will he yet go to the grave of his 
sainted father, and on his knees, upon the little 
grassy mound beneath which sleeps tranquilly the 
lifeless and decaying body of that honest, truth- 
ful and upright sire, and with eyes and hands 
uplifted to heaven, vow true and sincere reforma- 
tion, right all the egregious wrongs he has done, 
refund and restore to the tired widow and her 
barefooted orphan and the brow-bedewed toiler 
the bread he stole from them to build his mansion 
in the glen? 

Will he some day, with trembling and smiting 
knees, read the appalling writing upon the wall, 
"Thou art wanting" ? Will he meet upon some 
Pharsalia a Caesarean genius who will drive him 
friendless across the ocean wide, spill his blood 
upon the desert waste, and bury his gory body- 
less head in the "rough sands" of a torrid and 
foreign seashore? 

Will some gray-haired Blucher hurl against his 
flank an irresistible and victorious phalanx, drive 
him precipitately from his lost and bloody Water- 
loo, and consign him to exile till death calls him 
to his woeful and eternal doom ? 
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Will some little insignificant and unheard-of 
Monitor glide from its mooring among the sea- 
weeds and rushes, thwart and obstruct the until 
now victorious career of the iron- and chain-clad 
monster and send him into galling defeat? 

Will a sagacious and fearless Tilden at an op- 
portune time make an unlooked-for and unex- 
pected appearance upon the scene, chase him 
across the boisterous deep, stripe him in a felon's 
garb to chafe, fret and pine within the peniten- 
tiary walls? 

Perhaps he will go on and on and on in his 
unchecked career of crime and lascivious de- 
bauchery to the end of life, climbing higher and 
higher the ladder of fame until he reaches the 
lofty topmost round, his fame exceeding that of 
Lee or Grant, trampling upon widow's rights 
until his wealth far exceeds that of the oil prince 
of America — on and on until his power exceeds 
that of Edward king. 

On and on, unhindered and unrestrained to the 
end, when a bloody-mouthed, fetid, Cyclopean, 
dragonian demon from the dark and dismal do- 
main of Satan will seize him with his poisonous, 
grating fangs and talons, applauding Heaven 
heaving a great sigh of relief, and with a horrid, 
hideous and most unearthly roar and deafening 
scream, quaking the earth from centre to circum- 
ference, vibrating and quivering the stars in their 
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orbits, and setting all the devils in their fiery 
abode with joy exulting, plunge with his Hades- 
deserving prey headlong beneath the boiling, 
flaming, sulphurous, ever-moving billows with a 
mighty splash that will roll the circling waves to 
and from the far-off shores, and with a wolfish, 
Satanic, gloating growl that will bring forth the 
plaudits of the damned, transfix the lying, thiev- 
ish, widow-robbing, perfidious, pusillanimous, 
map-tearing, park-purloining, diabolical, grafting 
and vampiring 

BIRMINGHAM BOB OF RAINBOW GLEN 

to the mud sills of eternal, seething 

and boiling 

BOTTOMLESS HELL. 
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This 

EPIC POEM 

is dedicated to the 

Confederate soldiers* widows and 

orphans, and to the poor in 

general, to whom 

BIRMINGHAM BOB 

of 

RAINBOW GLEN 

lied and stole from without 

mercy, without conscience 

and without the fear 

of God or man. 
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Soliloquy 



OF 



Birmingham Bob of Rainbow Glen 

Just before retiring on Tuesday night 
OF October 13, 1903 



'And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With odd, old ends stol'n forth of Holy Writ, 
And seem a saint when most I play the devil. '' 

—Richard III. 

Dimes and dollars, dollars and dimes, 
An empty purse is worst of crimes; 
ril steal from poor, his wife V\\ rob, 
No crime will then be laid to Bob. 



Just sixteen years ago to-day 
A thousand lies I did array. 
And robbed a man of cash, you bet. 
And got his notes and hold them yet. 

That man soon found what I did state 
Was all a lie, but 'twas too late; 
I stole his cash, I had it hid, 
Within my coffer it I slid. 
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He was surprised and filled with grief 
When he first found I was a thief; 
The lies I told, to which I swore, 
Both bled his heart and made it sore. 

Believed, he did, all things I said; 
I told no truth, but lies instead. 
He parted then with his grand cash ; 
I stole it, yes, without abash. 

All confidence he had in me. 
That Fm a thief he could not see; 
An honest man, thought he, was I, 
When I to him began to lie. 

He thought, when he looked in my face. 
My father's virtues he could trace; 
My tongue and face did him deceive, 
And round him tangling net did weave. 

My father's virtues ne'er I had. 
And of it sure I'm more than glad; 
To lie and steal gives me more mirth 
Than all else does, since day of birth. 

My parents taught me truth to speak. 
And sympathize with poor and weak; 
Told me no falsehood ever state. 
And all their virtues imitate. 
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To me my parents of ttimes said, 
" Tis wrong to steal a widow's bread, 
Tis wrong to tell your neighbor lies, 
Do never thievish schemes devise." 

Why sympathize with suffering poor? 
In traps and nets them I allure. 
Why listened you to orphan's sob? 
You fools, not sharp like your son Bob. 

My father's tongue no lie could wield; 
Said I, his son B' Bob "did steal." 
One thing my father knew not sure. 
No wrong to steal from friendless poor. 

My father said that I did steal; 
Misguided man for poor did feel. 
He did not know how changed the times; 
Now empty purse is worst of crimes. 

My Uncle Bob, for whom I'm named. 
For turnpike, mill and stage coach famed, 
For wealth, fame, honor never lied. 
Hence all his fame has long since died. 

My truthful father poor man died. 
But I am rich, because I lied; 
Vast is the diff'rence, don't you see. 
Betwixt old man, my sire, and me? 
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When I drew milk from mother's breast, 
She sang sweet songs, that I might rest; 
In lullabies she said, "Alway 
Be honest, child, truth always say." 

Her teachings I soon learned to spurn. 
When fortune great I wished to earn; 
I told damned lies instead of truth. 
Which was not taught me in my youth. 

Ofttimes to me they did appeal 
To quit my ways, no more to steal; 
They warned me of the fate of Tweed;* 
I'd meet the same, they both agreed. 

Said I some day would have to flee 
Where kindred dear could not I see. 
And live with thieves and robber clan. 
Far from sweet home, a banished man. 

Told me some day that I, as he. 
Would from my country have to flee. 
That I disgrace would their good name. 
And meet a fate as Tweed, the same. 

But Tweed ne'er had the sense I've^^otf^ 
There's much I know that he knew not; 
He stole from rich men, such as Gould, 
That's where he was so badly fooled. 



♦Boss Tweed, statesman, stole from New York City, was 
caught in Europe, and died in penitentiary. 
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But I, monarch of Rainbow Glen, 
From widows steal, and richless men; 
For that no court will me molest. 
Nor sheriff dare make me his guest. 

I do not steal, as Tweed, from rich. 
How great I am! I am a witch. 
The orphan child and poor Til rob; 
The world will say, "Great B'ham Bob, 

I'm greatest of great men like Tweed, 
For gold I have the fondest greed; 
But Tweed he fell into the ditch. 
He stole from corporation rich. 

The dogs soon ran to cover Tweed, 
But me the matchless they've not treed; 
For Judge Greene's* court I have no dread; 
Damn Heflin,t on his neck I'll tread. 

Hef's limbs will tremble in my teeth 
As I fly with him o'er the heath; 
On him in cave I will repast. 
And belch him o'er the ocean vast. 

From me his flesh and blood will flow, 
As I at him more angry grow, 
Him I will .' with loud bombarts. 
Loud like siege guns on Lee's ramparts. 



*Judge S. E. Greene, chief judge of Criminal Court. 
tH. P. Heflin, prosecuting attorney. 
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ril scatter him wide o'er the ground, 
As far as echo can resound, 
And feed him to the tumbling bugs. 
The bug that backward rolls and tugs. 

In Spain they caught the wily Boss, 
Back did the waves him quickly toss ; 
That he robbed rich he did bewail, 
And soon died friendless and in jail. 

Had Boss, like me) 'robbed only poor. 
Untarnished fame, steadfast and sure. 
Would have been his now, as is mine. 
Like rainbow drops in bright sunshine. 

I'm wild and shy like wildest buck. 
In Birmingham I'm "slickest duck." 
Boss Tweed he thought the rich he'd rob. 
Vain fool, not "slick" like B'm Bob. 

From weak and poor alike I stole. 
And untold wealth to me did roll; 
A small per cent, to rich I gave. 
To help me and from jail to save. 

How great my skill to man deceive! 
All nature, I do not believe. 
Could e'er create, if it should try. 
Another liar great like I. 
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On stolen viands Bob doth feed, 
Till Fve outgrown the wise Boss Tweed, 
For Boss he had to slip and slide, 
And cross the great Atlantic wide. 

But Bob is here at home to stay, 

To run things all in his own way; 

I fear not poor and they enraged, 

Nor jails, although they are steel caged. 

I lie like fork-tongue jim-jam snakes. 
Like whirlwinds, cyclones and earthquakes. 
Like torpedoes and tornadoes. 
Like howling storms and volcanoes. 

Ye gods on high Olympus mount! 
Fve told more lies than you can count; 
I*m greatest liar 'neath the skies, 
Tm Czar, but make me God of Lies. 

Of lying I will never tire; 
Another scientific liar 
Like B'ham Bob can ne'er be found. 
Although you hunt the world around. 

There's none can steal like B'ham Bob, 
And crush the poor and widow rob; 
They would like my friend Boss Tweed fail. 
And spend their days in steel-caged jail. 
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I handle truth with reckless care, 
In darkness or in sunlight glare; 
The rich applaud me for my lies, 
When I up with them high arise. 

How great a man to be IVe grown. 
Since twenty years away have flown ! 
Of honest, truthful parents sprung, 
But left their teachings when quite young. 

When I myself sum up I find 
Tm greatest Hero of mankind. 
For man ne'er did nor ne'er can tell 
Black lies as I — suggests of hell. 

How great I've grown, ne'er saw the like; 
In church B. Bob is "Biggest Ike." 
Among the greatest of great men 
There's none like Bob from Rainbow Glen. 

Confed'rate widow, you I'll rob. 
Regardless of your tear or sob; 
I care not for your sighs nor wails, 
I fear not God nor prison jails. 

For fame, for wealth I've longed and longed, 
Cared naught I for a widow wronged. 
My soul, come feast, on her bread feast, 
For for her .cares, are my cares least. 
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I stole from widow, husband brave 
Asleep in unmarked, moss-grown grave. 
On bloody battlefield was killed. 
For wife, for babes, his blood was spilled. 

Why should care I for just such trash? 
So I with rich and noble dash; 
My name with rich will always soar. 
Till moon shall wax and wane no more. 

From trashy poor I stole, and then 
A mansion fair I built in Glen. 
Twill stand the storms of wind and rain 
As long as moon shall wax and wane. 

I steal from poor, with rich divide. 
Which all my infamy doth hide. 
I only give a small per cent. — 
The balance to my bank it went. 

My bank account, O! don't it swell 
Every time a lot I sell. 
Grand lies I tell a trade to rush. 
Give to the rich small "money hush.'' 

That Fm a thief I don't deny. 
But great magnates like Gould and I 
Will smile and say, ''With us come go. 
Majestic Bob of Glen Rainbow." 
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"Big Ike" I am, just look at me, 
I'm czar of liars, don't you see? 
I stole my wealth, I got it sure, 
Damn all my victims, damn the poor. 

You poor, your cries do not avail, 
I'll swallow you like Jonah's whale; 
I'll steal from you, your children too. 
Your greenbacks never will I spew. 

For wealth and fame I stole and lied, 
Although the helpless children cried. 
My conscience ne'er has felt a shock, 
My fame is built upon the rock. 

I'm noble, great, I'm B'ham Bob. 

I do not with a pistol rob. 

Like James and Burrows, but I'm wise, 

I rob the poor, and rob with lies. 

Those men deserved the fate they met. 
They sympathized with poor who sweat. 
Vain fools, they thought the rich to rob. 
Not wise like*me,' great B'ham Bob. 

There was out West my friend Pat Crowe, 
Who fast from native land did go 
Because he stole, unwise, unfair. 
From rich Cud'hay, a millionaire. 
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The food on which Great Bob doth feed, 
That Fve outgrown the great Boss Tweed, 
The food now stored in Rainbow Glen 
Is bread I stole from laboring men. 

But now what fame I have achieved, 
Since friendless poor I have deceived. 
My fame increases every hour. 
The city trembles at my power. 

The untamed Bob no restraint knows. 
At will he comes, at will he goes. 
I rove like birds in forest trees, 
I steal and do just as I please. 

My will men must not, cannot foil 
As long as grass grows in the soil. 
If they should dare arouse my ire, 
rd flash on them my eyes of fire. 

You city council, to me bow. 
My will to you is law, I vow; 
Your laws must not my will conflict. 
In mines V\l have you, base convict. 

Across sidewalks is hung no sign. 
Except those gaudy ones of mine. 
You council, damned, say not one word. 
Or thunder will from me be heard. 
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That weak, backboneless council did 
By ordinance such things forbid, 
But I hang mine across 'gainst law, 
And they see fit to hold their jaw. 

They move at once, without delay. 
My mandates strictly to obey. 
They know 'twould be the dismal grave. 
Should I in anger at them rave. 

I hang my signs just as I please. 
For I am free as birds on breeze; 
The council's laws observe I ne'er. 
Because Great Bob they sure do fear. 

The business men ne'er once complain. 
For they well know, 'twould be in vain; 
When Bob at them one good lick makes. 
They'll see bright stars, and jim-jam snakes. 

My ambition, in peerless flight. 
Will on the highest summit write 
My name in shining letters bold, 
In sparkling jewels, and in gold. 

My untam'd spirit, in its flights 
Cares naught for widows, nor her rights; 
The orphan's cries it does not heed. 
But whirls along at rapid speed. 
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My motto is, I will succeed, 
Although a widow's heart may bleed, 
Although her tattered children go 
Barefooted on the ice and snow. 

On pinnacle my name is high, 

And upward pointing to the sky. 

The great alone my friends I list. 

My fame stands high on peak cloud kissed. 

In church I sparkle like a star, 
And yet of thieves I am the czar. 
When B'ham Bob down struts the aisle. 
The rectors bow and at me smile. 



The rectors all my praises vent. 
For piety Fm eminent. 
They care not if I widows rob. 
They ofttimes call me ''Pious Bob, 
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If my stature was as my name. 
Was high like my unsullied fame, 
For once I will not tell a lie. 
My finger tips could brush the sky. 

Hillman,* Harding* will never dare 
With me their wealth, their gold compare. 
They cannot like' 'me^make great wealth. 
Because I lie and make by stealth. 

♦Capitalists. 
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upon my lies I built a town, 

A monument to my renown. 

A stock-farm lie was corner-stone, 

The perpetration all my own. 

I put a buirs head on my seal. 
And robbed the poor, from them did steal. 
On every deed I stamped that head. 
But did not write down what I said. 

I pictured to them ''Eden Park'' 

They thought I was no lying shark. 

I told them of their walks through bowers, 

All gay with rich and rarest flowers. 

I pictured to them ''Rosy Park/' 
Much fairer far than Iris* mark; 
I pictured to them vine-clad bowers. 
Where they could spend their idle hours. 

I pictured to them "Grasslawn'd Park/' 
And swallowed them like hungry shark, 
ril steal from them, my victim fools. 
Until the earth to centre cools. 

I told those fools about their Parks, 
And stole their dollars, pounds and marks. 
I did not write down what I said. 
And stole from them their hard-earned bread. 
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I told them of their walks and drives, 
For them, their children, and their wives; 
The biggest lies fiends ever told 
I told to them for sordid gold. 

I told of Park with iron fence, 

Which would those fools well recompense; 

I told of Park with leafy trees. 

With summer shades and cooling breeze. 

I pictured to them springs in Parks, 
A picture bright like furnace sparks; 
But ah ! I knew a thing or two, 
I wrote not what I said Td do. 

A station, ''Spring Park'' I had called. 
The spring the people with rock walled; 
I told those people, "Don't you see. 
Park, water, shades, forever free." 

To F. B. Daniel* I lied. 
And sold him lots rough on hillside; 
In hand on him, the trumps I held, 
Again my bank account it swelled. 

Each time myself the cards I dealt. 
To steal from him most sure I felt; 
I mixed those cards by science grand. 
Turned Jack always, by sleight of hand. 



♦Estimable citizen, brick manufacturer. 
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I stole from that confiding man 
Upon my new and improved plan; 
In Park I pointed to the trees, 
Caressed by cooling, evening breeze. 

I told him of the gurgling spring, 
And birds that gather there to sing; 
I told him of the high-toned folks 
Assembling there to crack their jokes. 

He took bad case of worst form mumps 
When saw he I back held the trumps. 
He said, ''Great God, how Bob did lieT 
When trumped him I with Jack and High. 

Mine is his bread, mine shall remain. 
His pleadings all shall be in vain. 
One nickel I will ne'er replace 
Till death holds him in cold embrace. 

I stole from him and other men 
To mansion build within the Glen. 
I stole from him, with subtle trick. 
And left F. B. still making brick. 

The lies I told about ''Spring Park'' 
Would fill a book of tales most dark; 
They'd oceans many fathoms swell. 
And choke the entrance into hell. 
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When all surrounding lots I sold, 

At prices high, at prices bold, 

I stole and sold both Park and Spring — 

More wealth and fame it did me bring. 

''Spring Park" I stole, I sold for gold. 
Regardless of the lies I told. 
I cut those people from their spring, 
I made the silver dollars ring. 

I lied for cash, but not for jokes. 
When sold I Park to Rugby folks. 
My victims, fools, no protest said^ 
For Bob it was who stole their bread. 

The council of that trash-pile town 
Are scabs jejune of no renown; 
Afraid that me they might offend. 
They would not for their ''Park" contend. 

You East Lake Council, damn your souls, 
ril wreck your bark on rocky shoals; 
ril strand you on a desert beach. 
If you in my will make a breach. 

Your heads FU powder into snuff 
Should you be ever fools enough 
To say one word in day or dark 
About that block my map showed "Park." 
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That man out there they call Doc. Inch, 
No more to me than big Auui chinch; 
If I a blow on his jaw land, 
I'll loose his "jints,'' on head he'll stand. 

They think they are of "pumpkin some," 
But when to Lake see they me come, 
At once fall they upon their knees. 
And things undo which me displease. 

Out there I went not long ago. 
They moved around at rate not slow; 
I made that council laws repeal 
Which helped me not from poor to steal. 

That council in great suppl'ance went 
At once upon their knees, both bent. 
As leaf in forest trembled they. 
And said, "Forgive us. Bob, we pray." 

ril stamp them into fragments small 
If come they not when them I call; 
For them for me to disobey 
Is to them then the judgment day. 

The people of that one-horse town 
Before me must always back down. 
I stole from them years, years ago. 
By telling of those ''Parks," you know. 
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When first I stole ''Spring Park" away, 
L. X. Ander was heard to say, 
L. X. Ander a preacher, too. 
That "I do not as good men do/' 

From me he must stay far aloof. 
Or of my prowess he'll have proof. 
If I him chase "Spring Park" around. 
He'll make six rods at every bound. 

Round Isaac's fence he'll turn so fast. 
He'll strip the trees of leaves and mast; 
His wife and Evie both will say, 
''Great God, how fast he flees away." 

Down through the grove he'll slip and slide. 
And stretch all nerves from me to hide; 
So high he'll leap o'er Isaac's ditch. 
You'd think he was an old-time witch. 

Through brush and bogs his way he'll work. 
Frequently will he quickly quirk; 
He will this way and that way dodge. 
For safety place from me to lodge. 

Along Twelfth Street he fast will hop. 
And from his face the sweat he'll mop; 
He'll only hit high places there, 
While shirt-tail flutters in the air. 
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His wife will say, "Run, nimble Jack, 
Run first this way, then quick you tack; 
Make longer leaps, keep far in lead. 
If you are caught, your back will bleed." 

No time he'll have to say good-by 
To Evie, wife, or neighbor nigh. 
Some safety spot he'll try to find. 
With shirt-tail waving out behind. 

Around and round I'll chase him still. 
Till air with screams and cries he'll fill. 
A northward course he then will take, 
And plunge headlong within the lake. 

Upon my map those Parks were shown 
As plain as sun when night has flown; 
Those Parks were fringed around with red, 
"These are playgrounds always," I said. 

For fear I should leave down a gap. 
From oflf the wall I stole my map ; 
I hung another in its place. 
With lie stamped plainly on its face. 

To probate office then I stepped. 
Where records of all maps are kept; 
And when Judge Porter sought a nap, 
I snatched a sheet from out that map. 
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While Porter, judge, both snored and slept. 
Into the record-room I crept. 
And snatched away the Park-shozvn page. 
Which caused my victims so much rage. 

While he both slept and loudly snored, 
Like hand-saw ripping through a gourd, 
I stole from map the Park-shown sheet, 
And made a quick and fast retreat. 

When Porter, 'roused from sleep once more. 
And echo ceased from his loud snore. 
In fragments torn I had that sheet. 
My victims all I had "dead beat." 

I to McLaughlin's* office stepped, 
And found that he, too, soundly slept; 
From out his book a page I tore, 
Just as he brought a long, loud snore. 

All evidence was then destroyed 

Of Parks my thievish schemes employed; 

All evidence was then erased> 

I did it quite to "queenly taste." 

I now will swear until I'm dead, 
No word of Park I ever said. 
I am so great, so rich, so wise. 
The courts all tremble at my size. 



♦Tax assessor of Jefferson County. 
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No jury will me e'er indict, 

rd to them "riot act" recite; 

rd fight "um" with Le Athan* snakes, 

And scatter them o'er seas and lakes. 

They never did nor will me catch. 
In all the world I have no match; 
Fm wiry ring-tail old sly coon; 
To catch Bob they must "git'' up soon. 

IV^^ot^more sense than Judge Sam Greene, 
Though wisest judge that e'er was seen; 
If I should at him halloo "S-c-a-t," 
He'd run far worse than wild tom cat. 

If warpath on, tramp I hostile, 

Use epithets both loud and vile, 

Sam Greene flee will from where I am. 

Fast from his native Birmingham. 

If on the bench should sit Dan Greene, t 
I'd flash on him my eyes so keen 
He'd skip at once, his wits he'd lose. 
And leave behind his hat and shoes. 



♦Le Vi Athan, of Alabama, while on a long-protracted spree, 
which happened frequently, being assailed by huge and multi- 
tudinous jim-jam snakes in his hotel, fought them noisily 
and most vigorously with spittoons and bed chambers; not 
at all diminishing the number nor the size of the reptiles, but 
knocking and crashing into "smithereens" sash, glass, cham- 
bers, spittoons and window frames to the sidewalk below, 
like colliding cyclones on destruction bent. 

tAssociate criminal judge. 
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In flight the street he quick would find, 
His shirt-tail streaming out behind, 
Like wildest buck with antlers high 
He through the streets would fairly fly. 

Out by his home he fast would hop, 
No time to talk to wife, nor stop; 

He'd say to as he passed, 

"Grood-by, for of Dan this is last. 

"If me he catch, me he will hurt. 
Is why you loved ones I desert; 
Do best for babies that you can. 
For swift I flee before that man.'* 

When sees Dan in that plight. 

And sees his wild, his headlong flight. 
She'll say, "Good-by, by-by, Dan Greene, 
No more here'bouts will you be seen." 

The lies Am Amby heard me tell 
Remembers he to this day well; 
But if he ever says I lied, 
ril split great gashes in his hide. 

Am was my confidential clerk. 
And in his breast I'll drive a dirk. 
If me he ever "gives away," 
And tells what he oft heard me say. 

55 



Am of ttimes heard me tell of ''Park" 
Which I deny now with oaths dark; 
Am Amby knows how I do lie 
When I about those ''Parks" deny. 

Scott Appleby said, so I heard, 

I lied with nearly every word. 

If he to Birmingham comes back, 

ril make him think hell's on his track. 

ril catch him by his scaly tail. 
And with him I the ground will frail; 
ril make him wish he ne'er had said 
That Bob steal would from negroes dead. 

Judge Lawyer Houghton, skilful, too, 
His back Fl bruise with stripes not few; 
ril bump the ground hard 'gainst his head, 
K he disputes what I have said. 

I'll make him leapfrog with the stumps, 
By rods he'll measure all his jumps; 
Hewill not at the sunset stop. 
By midnight stars he'll fleeing hop. 

Him mountains I will run across, 
And at him bombshells bursting toss; 
He'll think, when I give warhoop squall, 
The moon will quake and on him fall. 
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There was a fool, Doctor Allen,* 
Said I for gold lied to him when 
A trade with him I wished to make, 
And from his loved ones their bread take. 

With barely sense to plug a tooth, 
He always told naught else but truth; 
If he were great and like* 'me" wise, 
He'd lie and steal and upward rise. 

Baptist preacher. Doctor Riley,t 
Who never stood likef*me*'highly, 
Audaciously said I had lied. 
But soon I had him set aside. 

"Damn cur" Riley lost through my wish 
His honored college high "posish." 
You foolish man, you had no sense. 
To say Bob lied was great offence. 

Doctor Allen and Riley, too, 
Shoofly, little bugs, shoofly, shoo. 
You fly not high up where I am. 
Like lying Bob of Birmingham. 

You scabby dogs, Fll strangle you. 
Your bodies I will mangle, too; 
I'll drag you with exulting joy 
Around the walls of ancient Troy. 



♦Professor in Dental College. 

tEx-president of Howard College — a most efficient man. 

57 



You by your gray hairs I will seize; 
By Jove, Fm great, like Achilles. 
I'll drag you ''Spring Park" round and round, 
And with your blood bedew the ground. 

Your bones shall see no funeral pyre, 
Your souls rU burn in hell's hot fire; 
ril tear your bodies limb from limb, 
Feed you to dogs and vultures grim. 

Good-by, doctors, good-by to you, 
Shoofly, little bugs, shoofly, shoo; 
You ne'er will be, like 'mej^ great men. 
Like B'ham Bob of Rainbow Glen. 

When you are dead, your bodies rotten, 
By men long time your names forgotten, 
My fame will shine and glitter then. 
When read are deeds of wisest men. 

When I get through with Doc. Allen 
He'll say, "Bob surely here has been;" 
I'll beat him and his back cowhide. 
Because he said that Bob had lied. 

Upon his knees he'll humbly fall. 
And on the name of God he'll call; 
Without the fear of God or law, 
I'll brain him with a jackass jaw. 
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The dentists will then all agree 
That from me they had better flee; 
They'll say, while looking on in awe, 
"Bob beats old Sampson with a jaw." 

Forsook by youth, aged Horace Ware, 
His head disgraced by snow-white hair, 
Called me, the matchless Bob, a thief, 
Said I would steal was his belief. 

He thought I was a truthful man. 
Damned lies to tell him I began; 
He took me for an honest "gent," 
But steal from him was my intent. 

But soon enough I was for him 
Of f altering step and eyesight dim; 
I coldest stare him always gave, 
Glad was I when was dug his grave. 

When wrath within my veins shall burn, 
To talk of me, him I will learn; 
I'll snatch him from his dusty grave. 
And o'er my head his bones I'll wave. 

If here to-night was Horace Ware, 
I'd clutch him by his snow-white hair; 
My vice-like grip he sure would feel, 
I'd make him rue he said Fd steal. 
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Some night I'll go to grave of Ware, 
When moon lights bright the balmy air, 
And tear him from his coffin out, 
And scatter wide his bones about- 

I'll kick attorney Eb Ludulph 
Far out in midst of Mex'can gulf 
If he one time does ever dare 
My crookedness or my steals air. 

When Eb gets back from whence was thrown, 
He'll leave my business all alone; 
When he gets back, behind all raw. 
He'll always after hold his jaw. 

I'll kick him o'er tree-tops so high 
He'll butt the moon, adorning sky; 
When he gets back he'll say, "I've 'nough; 
I find that Colonel Bob is tough." 

He'll say that "Bob is toughest one 
Beneath the stars or noonday sim; 
No more I'll tackle him, that's 'shore,' 
If he should steal all hell or more. 

"What if Bob did steal E. L. map, 
It don't compare with my mishap; 
No more I'll monkey round him where 
I might step in that same damn snare. 
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"I tried myself once 'gainst his toe, 
And skyward, gulfward did I go. 
The widest berth FU give that chap. 
You don't catch Eb twice in same trap. 

"Thief Bob again Eb ne'er will try. 
Between this day and day I die; 
Such ride no more I want to sea. 
Once is enough for man like me." 

To court-house where are records kept 
I went one day while Porter slept. 
And tore that map from out that book, 
No more for that map need Eb look. 

That night to flames those maps I fed 
Before myself I laid in bed; 
I've left you, Eb, now all in dark — 
All evidence destroyed of "Park." 



"Git" out of way of mighty Bob, 
To you he'll lie, you he will rob ; 
He'll separate you and your cash. 
And on demimonde make a "mash." 

I, B'ham Bob of Rainbow Glen, 
Am damndest thief that e'er has been; 
I steal by day, I steal by night. 
While stars are scintillating bright. 
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I stole enough from barefoot child 
To build at end of Idlewild 
A castle strong, a mansion gay, 
As streaks of dawn announcing day. 

Tve built my mansion in the Glen, 
Admired by rich and all great men; 
They smile and bow and on me fawn. 
And say, "Superb your flow'ry lawn/' 

My mansion for myself I built 

With poor men's bread, yet feel no guilt; 

Admired it is by wisest men. 

My mansion built in Rainbow Glen, 

Where Iris bends her colors bright 
Is where I slumber through the night; 
Iris to me bright colors lend. 
For Bob is greatest of great men. 

I'm Pious Bob! Don't fool with him. 
For you to win, your chance is slim; 
I'll steal from you, beyond a doubt, 
Before you know what I'm about. 

When you do find what's my intent, 
I'll have your cash, and have it spent; 
For I can tell the damndest lies 
That e'er was told beneath the skies. 
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I lie in New York and B'ham, 
In every zone where'er I am; 
I lie at home, I lie abroad, 
My chief delight is to defraud. 

Going I lie, or coming out. 
As Geyser's water ceaseless spout; 
I lie where'er dew to grass clings. 
On clouds rd lie, if I had wings. 

Fm damndest liar in Iris, 

To steal, a chance I never miss ; 

But I am shrewd, don't you forget, 

So shrewd they ne'er have caught me yet. 

My tongue was dipped in Stygian waves, 
Is why it bad with truth behaves; 
Truth to my tongue forever sticks. 
But lies slip out and with air mix. 

No conscience have I to appease, 
I steal and lie whene'er I please; 
And sleep at night sound as if dead. 
Although I stole a widow's bread. 

No truth, but lies I always tell. 
In falsehood all I far excel; 
I'm graduate post in that art. 
And got an antelucan start. 
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I am a man of such renown, 

Deserve I do to wear a crown 

With richest diamonds gaily set, 

As when grass sparkling with dew wet. 

My lies are great, and most intense. 
In bulk they simply are immense; 
My stock of them can ne'er exhaust, 
Till glowing stars to view are lost. 

The most ungodly lies I tell. 
To lie and steal I beat all hell; 
Fm greatest thief that e'er was seen, 
I sure can lie to "taste of queen." 

Of my achievements I am proud. 
My name is sung by all aloud ; 
For fame I am far in the lead 
Of Patrick Crowe, Duncan or Tweed. 

My cars through streets — oh ! don't they hum. 
Like base-ball niggers with a drum; 
They fly through heat, through cold and rain. 
The product of my fruitful brain. 

My cars I run with lightning power, 
How great I am, how high I tower ; 
I'm greatest man in Birmingham, 
By far the noblest — ^yes I am. 
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On me once did the car men strike, 
But taught I them I was "Big Ike." 
In me a more than match they met, 
Naught could they do but "cuss" and fret. 

Their union I ne'er recognized. 
Which them dismayed and them surprised; 
They struck for bread, I fought for "graft," 
And at their hunger loudly laughed. 

Their union I at once upset. 
And filled them with profound regret 
When gave I them one wicked lick 
With cudgel long and broad and thick. 

If I at them once get good mad 

They'll wish to God that they ne'er had 

Offended me, the Giant thief. 

Who cares not for their children's grief. 

The idea, such men as they 
Attempting to obstruct my way. 
When financiers of Astor fame 
Quake at the mention of my name. 

Their cause some lawyers did espouse. 
Which in me much mirth did arouse; 
For they can't differentiate 
The almanac and laws of State. 
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Of tumble bug they me remind, 
Or insect of the smallest kind 
Attempting a lion to rout 
With bite or with its loudest shout. 

Before goes out this year I will 
Give deaf 'ning scream and war-whoop shrill. 
And run those lawyers to the coast, 
Perhaps to hell and back almost. 

Oh ! how my smoke from power house curls, 

And upward goes to starry words, 

A monument to my black lies, 

No greater from the earth does rise. 

I light the town with lightning glare, 
My wires convey it through the air; 
My lamps shed light, both near and far, 
More lovely than the Venus star. 

I light the town also with gas. 
That priest to church may safely pass; 
It flows through mains both north and south. 
But greatest current through my mouth. 

To banks, to church, to grand hotel. 
To homes like mine where magnates dwell. 
My gas pipes run, my wires are strung, 
Bob's fame will be forever sung. 
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I heat the town also with steam^ 
Fm great beyond the sage's dream; 
I cut those sewers at my will, 
To aldermen I said, ''Be still." 

Iris, give me thy colors bright, 
In fairest letters I will write 
My name history to adorn, 
To be by scholars read, unborn. 

Iris, thy colors fade away. 
My fame will shine to endless day; 
Tis solid like Gibraltar rock. 
And at the hand of time will mock. 

Fm greatest man in the nation, 
I rose to this highest station 
On blackest lies — lies infernal; 
E'erlong I will be called Colonel. 

When I a Colonel shall be called, 
And from Glen by fine horses hauled. 
Oh, won't the people bow and yell, 
*' Good-morning, sir, gallant Colonel'^? 

Then how will smile my .. * * 
When we are drinking finest wines; 
Sing sweetest songs on mortal tongue. 
Sing ''Colonel's sweet like Brigham Young." 
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For many . * . have I, 
The fairest ones beneath the sky; 
They kiss these ruby lips of mine, 
And round my neck their arms entwine. 

Their hands in mine, there tightly held, 
Their breasts with pure affection swelled, 
Will say, "While stars adorn the sky 
Our love for Bob can never die. 

"For you the sweetest notes we'll trill, 
To listen will the birds be still; 
Fain would the fairies ever be 
At melody we'll make for thee. 

"We want you with us all the time. 
To hear your voice and words sublime, 
To toy our fingers through your hair, 
And view your eyes, those gems so fair." 

Those creatures dear, in tresses fair. 
Look, with their mermaid eyes and hair. 
Like planetary stars astray 
Across the heavenly Milky Way. 

Through mazy dance those maids I lead, 
Upon my charms their hearts doth feed; 
Their hands and ., *. , I tightly squeeze, 
Perfumed like Ceylon's spicy breeze. 
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First on heel tap and then on toe, 
Merry across ballroom I go; 
I bow to dames on left and right, 
And coquet fair, like moonbeam light. 

Fair Juliet, my New York girl. 
With hair so long, in ringlets curl. 
No moon nor stars discovered yet 
Which gleam like eyes of Juliet. 

Symmetrical in form is she 
As sylph or mermaid in the sea. 
Her hands are small and soft to feel. 
And little has she breadth of heel. 

My Broadway girl, fair Othello, 
With breast and fingers all aglow 
With costly diamonds rich and rare, 
Cleopatra ne'er was so fair. 

When I good-by kissed Ar. ... last, 
Tears from her eyes streamed thick and fast; 
She squeezed my neck with lion's grip. 
And almost kissed away my lip. 

My dearest darling. Queen ... 
She kissed my lips, and kissed them hard. 
She said, when I with her did part, 
"You carry with you all my heart." 
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A teardrop stood bold in each eye 
When I to her said, ''Dear, good-by"; 
Around my neck her arms coiled she. 
No bliss like that beyond to me. 

She then there gave me fondest kiss. 
And said, "My boy, here you take this ; 
Twill cheer your heart some lonesome day, 
Should I from you be far away/' 

Oh, don't I love / ' » to tease. 

Steal with her out to East Lake Park, 
And '..:.' 

Always when, \ \ ' . / ^ 

And hear the rustling, bursting breeze, 
" then l\ ' ^ , ^ .,' 
And make for Glen . . * .- 

Oh, what refreshing interviews. 
When grass was wet with sparkling dews, 
Fve with them had, what joy I felt. 
Enough to make Gibraltar melt. 

The bliss c •* _! x with them had 
Would drive to Hades all things sad; 
None can beneath the blue sky see 
Such bliss, such joy, but them and me. 
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Soon I will dig canal Van Hoose,* 
And fill it with my East Lake sluice; 
ril fill it full, from side to side, 
And float vast commerce to the tide. 

Canal will be of ample brim 
To serve wild duck and brood to swim ; 
So wondrous wild the plan might seem 
The scenery of a fairy dream. 

At B'ham wharf I'll board my yacht 
With merry friends, the best IVe^'got; 
O'er rippling waters smooth we'll glide, 
Until we reach the Warr'or tide. 

While gliding down the winding stream 
Like Cupid on a moon-bright beam. 
We'll listen to the owl's coarse note 
As onward to the sea we float. 

Adown the twisting stream we'll go. 
The woods our mirth will loud echo; 
To Bacchus we will yell and shout, 
And float upon the gulf far out. 

Ofttimes when I turn East Lake loose, 
And fill to brim canal Van Hoose, 
I'll take with me fair Violet, 
The fairest B'ham girl, "you bet." 



*Ex-Mayor Van Hoose most visionarily suggests the dig- 
ging of a canal from Birmingham to the Warrior River, filled 
By a spring and assisted probably by an artesian well. 
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A-boating she and I will go, 
I making love while drifting slow, 
More beaut'us maid was never seen. 
Not even Dido, Carthage queen. 

Two gay sweethearts, €i^ she and I, 
Will drift canal when blue is sky; 
Her merry voice will echo there. 
She'll hug and kiss her millionaire. 

If wealth I stole, it matters not. 
Suffices her it I havef^goff 
Among the finest dressed she'll stand, 
Adorned by my wealth-gath'ring hand. 

While down Van Hoose vine-fringed we'll float, 
As Indian maids in gum-tree boat. 
We'll stop at each sequestered spot. 
And make of grass the softest cot. 

I, like old hero ^neas, 
While on our bed of softest grass. 
Will to the maid my deeds relate. 
Deeds none accomplish but the great. 

We'll "listen to the mocking bird," 
The whippoorwill, too, will be heard, 
The jay, the wren, will us salute 
With sweeter strains than harp or flute. 
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We'll watch the nimble squirrels spring, 
And hear the birds so sweetly sing; 
We'll listen to the cooing dove, 
And tell each other of our love. 

ril talk to her of stolen 'Tark/' 
And other deeds, both black and dark; 
Of mansion on the IdlewiM 
I stole from widow and her child. 

rU tell her of my bonds and stocks. 
And lots in richest B'ham blocks ; 
Of cash in bank at my command. 
Of high, exalted social stand. 

While listening to the nightingale. 
His voice echoing o'er the dale, 
I'll tell her of the seas I've crossed. 
And of the gold my victims lost. 

I'll tell her of my Rainbow Glen, 
And palace fit for kingly men. 
Of viands rich, on which I feast. 
The sweetest nectar is the least. 

We'll listen to the squirrel's bark 
From early morn to dewy dark; 
In my sweet face her eyes will gaze. 
Adoring me, my charming ways. 
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We'll drift between the flow'ry shores 
Without the use of handy oars; 
Her love for me will brightly glow, 
Exceeding love of Queen Dido. 

When from the poor I steal enough, 
The rich I will with my wealth bluff; 
I then will fill the gov'nor's chair. 
Oh, won't the people at me stare. 

ril leave the back of Gov'nor Jelks* 
In bloody gashes and in whelks 
If he don't "git" without my way. 
And linger not a single day. 

If R. H. Clarkt or Gov* nor Oatest 
Should try to steal by "count out" votes, 
ril make at them an ugly face 
And drive them ''pell mell" from the race. 

If in my route I meet O'Neal, 
Against his nose my fist he'll feel ; 
I'll knock him from the road far out, 
And loud will be his groans and shout. 

If in my way "gits" Cunningham,^ 
Against his teeth my fist will slam; 
That toothless doctor, fleeing wretch. 
Will be most hard next time to "ketch." 



♦Present governor of Alabama. 

tCandidates for governor. 

jDr. Cunningham, present lieutenant-governor. 
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When he beholds my visage grim, 
One lick will be enough for him; 
ril knock him clear off right of way, 
To hell in midst, and there to stay. 

Twon't do to fool with Colonel Bob, 
ril fix you for a dentist's job; 
Sure as you monkey much with me. 
You jim-jam snakes and stars will see. 

When Cunningham, Gray sees get hit, 
Like race horse he the air will split ; 
Canal Van Hoose he'll jump or swim. 
No lick Fm sure FU get at him. 

When Henry gets clear out my way. 
He'll linger there, and there he'll stay; 
In Birmingham no more he'll tread. 
He knows I'll snatch him bald of head. 

When he''' far gets, o'er danger line. 
Far from this Vulcan fist of mine, 
'Twill be extremely ludicrous 
To hear him threat and hear him "cuss. 



99 



There he may "cuss," there he may threat, 
And mop salt streams of oozing sweat; 
But ne'er again will he me face. 
And risk another rapid race. 

♦Gray. 
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How big am I, that Fni so great, 
To rule B'ham and all the State, 
To make all opposition run, 
My brain alone must weigh a ton. 

If any man does me oppose, 

ril rip him from his head to toes; 

He will regret resistance made 

When he feels Bob's unconquered blade. 

Of all beneath the sun's bright glare, 
I'm greatest man who breathes the air; 
I shake the earth on which I tread. 
All competition from me fled. 

When I bedeck in fine costume. 
Bedew with loudest of perfume. 
To me the ladies all bow low. 
And strive to have me for their beau. 

I am destined to be by Fate 
The greatest man of all the great, 
A mighty name I will acquire 
For future ages to admire. 

For "rough and tough" is mighty Bob 
When he on warpath starts to rob ; 
For me it takes both sides of street. 
And woe unto the folks I meet. 

76 



So many thievish schemes I planned, 
On topmost round of fame I stand. 
No one is honored as I am, 
Like lying Bob of Birmingham. 

Fm Bob the liar, Bob the thief, 
I've stole beyond my own belief ; 
I've learned to steal and lie so well 
I beat old devil and all hell! 

Beside of me the great Boss Tweed 
Was only quite a dwarfish weed; 
He did not tower high like I, 
Like tree gigantic to the sky. 

My ruddy mouth doth great lies spout, 
As Beaumont gushers oil throw out; 
As salt sprays thrown by whales up high. 
That wash the blue and star-decked sky, 

Fm Bob the liar. Bob the thief. 

Damn widows poor, their sighs and grief; 

On social cloud I ride on high. 

And float in touch with azure sky. 

Of the Four Hundred I am king, 
O Muse, of me forever sing. 
To future ages in song tell 
Of me, their czar, they loved so well. 
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Oh, sing of Hero Bob the wise, 
Of his black thefts and blacker lies; 
For I am he, the robber thief. 
Who brought so many down to grief. 

The schemes that I have now in vc^e 
Make me by far the greatest rogue. 
The subtle arts that I employ. 
The brow-dewed toiler to decoy. 

Tm greatest man in any clime, 
I am superb, I am sublime; 
When I but little more shall grow, 
ril conquer hell and ev'ry foe. 

The Wall Street bankers all retreat 
When me they see there on that street, 
And quiver does those money sharks 
When they me view, the thief of "Parks' 



The Groulds, the Astors, all hide out 
When Bob they hear is round about; 
The Vanderbilts tuck tails and flee 
When Bob, the thief, in Wall they see. 

If Wall Street ever makes me mad, 
And I have fits like some Tve had. 
Nine devils out of them FU beat. 
And bust that whole damned cussed street. 
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ril steal from downcast poor some more, 
And fill my coffers o'er and o'er ; 
rU turn my thoughts to things of state, 
I'll go, yes, to U. S. Senate. 

Ha! ha! how proud the thought it is. 
Lend me your colors bright. Iris; 
In Senate chamber won't I shine. 
Around my head Iris entwine. 

When I am in U. S. Senate, 
They'll call B. Bob the great magnate; 
Won't Bob among the big bugs shine. 
He'll dim those colors. Iris — thine. 

Won't Astor, Gould and Vanderbilt, 
Cressfall in shame, sneak off and wilt 
When I above them soar so high. 
Like eagle in a cloudless sky. 

When I the Senate chamber reach, 
Roosevelt a lesson I will teach; 
When Solons see my fiery eyes 
They won't care if I do tell lies. 

Me they win feaf,I'll have no foes, 
They will not dare my will oppose; 
My bills I'll pass without a hitch, 
Because I do not steal from rich. 
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Those sages there will all agree 
And say, when me on floor they see, 
The greatest man of Uncle Sam 
Is Statesman Bob of Birmingham. 

Webster, Calhoun and Henry Clay 
Were not so famous in their day. 
They were not shrewd and sharp like I, 
They would not steal nor tell a lie. 

When I shall stand on Senate floor 
I then will steal from Isadore;* 
ril have foundation firm and sure, 
ril steal from rich as well as poor. 

ril then control U. S. treasure. 
And steal from Sam without measure; 
ril soar above all magnates high, 
Like sparkling diamonds in the sky. 

My vesture royal will be fine. 
Among nabobs O won't I shine; 
My clothes no more FU buy of Saks,t 
rU buy Where's kept the softest flax. 

Blach'st shoddy clothes no more TU wear, 
On me they "bust'' and rip and tear; 
For Paris I at once will leave. 
And buy the finest, rarest weave. 



♦Isadore Newman, capitalist. 
tMerchant of Birmingham. 
JMcrchant in Birmingham. 
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Of me the people will inquire, 

When see me they in fine attire, 

They'll ask, ''What handsome gent is that 

Dressed up in Paris clothes and hat?" 

The knowing ones will all reply 

To questions about who am I: 

"That — that is Bob, from Glen Rainbow, 

Whom all the world admires so." 

When I get there* from Dixie land. 
Behind Til make "them" Yankees stand; 
Dixie's land is land of cotton. 
Her politics long since rotten. 

I'm great like hero of old Troy, 
I'll drag Roosevelt around with joy; 
My voice will sound like lion's roar, 
Then tremble will great George F. Hoar. 

When I on high raise my banner. 
Great fear will seize on Mark Hanna; 
When he shall hear my voice echo. 
He will hie off to Ohio. 

When Bryan of my wisdom reads. 
He will withdraw, no more he leads; 
His oratory won't compare 
With mine, the thievish millionaire. 

♦Senate. 
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No eloquence from Cicero, 

Nor from Demosthenes did flow, 

As will from me, the statesman chief, 

From Bob, the czar, the lying thief. 

"Beauteous Bob," they'll all exclaim 
When me, the czar, they hear declaim; 
They'll clap their hands and stamp the floor 
When eloquence I at them roar. 

They'll say Bob's like a silver cloud; 
They'll speak it strong, they'll speak it loud. 
Like cloud afloat, round mountain peak, 
With fairies playing hide and seek. 

At them I'll squall and loudly say, 
I'm greater than was Henry Clay; 
I'll tramp upon you, every one. 
If you don't "git" and from me run. 

I'll frown on Roosevelt, frown austere. 
My mast'ry voice he'll often hear; 
Of him at night soft sleep I'll rob, 
I'll make him always consult Bob. 

At him I will most fur'ous get, 
I'll him rough ride till pours the sweat; 
My spurs I'll stick deep in his hide, 
And make him leap great gulches wide. 
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In Congress I will make things whoop, 
rU somersault and loop the loop, 
When in my mouth forked lightning forms, 
rU raise all kinds of thunder storms. 

When all my antics they shall see. 
Afraid, for safety they will flee; 
They'll say when nine leaps I shall turn, 
''For God's sake let tis now adjourn'' 

When I, the giant from the South, 
Shall dreadful roar with bloody mouth, 
The Cabinet will all resign. 
In awe of wisdom such as mine. 

General Pettus,* a war horse tried. 
Will bow to me and step aside; 
He there will leave and leave there fast. 
When rolling he hears my bombast. 

Vice-President will shake with fear 
When I before him shall appear; 
When I at him my voice shall roar. 
He'll know his statesmanship is o'er. 

In Congress I will have no peers, 
Because I rose on poor man's tears; 
Bankheadt will quake and tremble when 
Speaks B'ham Bob of Rainbow Glen. 



♦Present U. S. Senator from Alabama. 

tFrom Fayette County; represents 6th District in Congress. 
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When Bankhead I give horrid grin, 
No longer will he stay within; 
ril quiver down his back cold chills, 
He'll scamper then for Fayette hills. 

With many of the hardest kicks 
His rear with bruises I will fix; 
His yells and cries the air will rend 
As homeward him in leaps I send. 

He'll flee where timber tallest grows. 
Where densest forest its boughs throws ; 
From there loud will his wails ascend. 
Till echo will the stars offend. 

So far ahead of Underwood* 

ril stand, he will there do no good; 

He'll hide away like wolf in den 

When speaks the Lord of Rainbow Glen. 

I'm lion mad on roaring tour, 
And tribulation he'll endure. 
If he me ever tries to balk 
With gesture or displeasing talk. 

If he with me tries fierce combat. 
He'll curse the day that he does that; 
His head I'll put between my thighs. 
And spank his*^" . - till blisters rise. 

♦Represents Birmingham District. 
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When I shall stamp and say, ''Suie," 
How frightened will be Sid Bowie;* 
ril make him o'er Potomac roam, 
And wish to God he'd stayed at home. 

When I get in behind Burnettt 

rU make him hump and swear and sweat; 

He's smallest man I ever saw, 

That Congressman from Etowah. 

If eloquence he with me tries, 

He'll wish he'd met one of his size; 

If he invidious becomes, 

I'll mash him tick-like 'twixt my thumbs. 

Deadbeat Money,t from Mississip , 
I'll grasp within my vice-like grip; 
I'll kick him up so high in air 
He'll always pay his street-car fare. 

When Money hears my angry tone, 
He'll heave a sigh and deeply groan ; 
He never will again deadbeat. 
But pay his fare or walk the street. 



♦Representative from Alabama. 

tRepresentative from Alabama; lives in Etowah County; 
small m stature, but quite brainy, and most elegant p^entleman. 

{Represents Mississippi in Senate; disgraced himself and 
State by having fight with street-car conductor for five cents, 
which he admitted he never paid, yet costing the United States 
Government $12,000 per year. 
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Around ''Spring Park" Til with him fece, 
And mutilate his limbs and face ; 
And like the great Achilles bold, 
His body lifeless sell for gold. 

Oh, won't I heat Ben Tillman hot ! 
He'll leave the Senate in a trot; 
For his colleague he will not wait 
When I, the czar, vociferate. 

If I should deign reply to Quay, 
He'd skulk around and hide away; 
He'd say, 'Tillman, you old buffoon, 
Bob's greater than was John Calhoun." 

When I meet there Chauncey Depew, 
I'll flash my searching eyes him through; 
I'll hang his voice within his jaws 
If he should dare oppose my laws. 

From New York State there's that man Piatt, 
Whose nose I'll spread o'er his face flat; 
I'll buffet him, also Odell, 
Six leagues beyond and west of hell. 

When I shall loudly, dreadful roar. 
My voice to stars echoing soar. 
Earth's greatest statesmen will with fear 
Quake, as if judgment day was near. 
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I Ve got no use for that man Lodge, 
ril crack his skull if he don't dodge; 
ril make him think it's judgment day 
If he don't skip and from me stay. 

If that astute man Breckenridge 
Should e'er his Pollard troubles bridge, 
And he to Congress should return, 
I'd make his face and both heels burn. 

I'd scare him worse than did Pollard 
When him so roughly she collared; 
Across Potomac he would skate 
To mountains "Scatlofisticate."* 



He'd think that girl again was there 
To clutch once more him by the hair; 
In blue grass of Kentuck' he'll hide. 
Pollard and Bob to give "berth wide. 
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To B'ham Pollard I'll allure. 

And place her in my . : ., sure; 

And Bankhead's brains I'll knock all out 

If he there loiters round about. 

With round my head a bright halo, 
My voice the walls will loud echo; 
Away will shy the great Athan, 
As did Captaint when fight began. 

♦Flee fast. 
fBenton fight. 
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Athan,* asleep in grand hoiel, 
Will dream of me and dream of hell; 
rU make him crash through windows glassed 
Spittoons and ' ..^ thick and fast. 

When him in office I supplant, 

Oh, won't he both buck high and rant; 

Of me the nation will be proud, 

To view me, round me they will crowd. 

Upon the streets he'Ut beg and cry 
For re-election by and by; 
But he will plead and beg in vain. 
He'll reach the Senate ne'er again. 

Le Athan I will teach to dig 
Canals through mountains tall and big; 
For he and his chums only know 
Spittoons and v . / ..: how to throw. 

When snakes disturb his midnight rest. 
To kill the brutes he does his best; 
He missed the snakes, but hit the sash. 
Which fell on sidewalk with a crash. 



*Le Vi Athan, of Alabama, while on a long-protracted spree, 
which happened frequently, being assailed by huge and multi- 
tudinous jim-jam snakes in his hotel, fought them noisily and 
most vigorously with spittoons and bed chambers; not at all 
diminishing the number nor the size of the reptiles, but knock- 
ing and crashing into ''smithereens" sash, glass, chambers, 
spittoons and window frames to the sidewalk below, like col- 
liding cyclones on destruction bent. 

tAt Athan's next election, after his famous battle with the 
serpents, he had some opposition, and went upon the streets 
crying and begging for re-election. God help Alabama! 
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Nothing had he with which to fight 
The snakes on that eventful night 
Except ambeer and ' . *> " lye, 
Which sat on floor his bedside by. 

Host, when on street heard such dire clatter, 
Sprang from his bed to find the matter; 
When house foundations he felt shake, 
Said, "This is hell or fierce earthquake." 

When landlord heard that frightful row, 
Come running out he did, "right now'*; 
He thought the devils, all broke loose, 
Were blowing up the calaboose. 

Out running came the frightened host. 
Half naked like a midnight ghost; 
When cause he found, he said, "FU swear 
It's Le Vi Athan on a tare. 

"How one man could make so much noise, 
Carousing with the snakes and boys. 
Is problem I can't solve to-day," 
The host, mad, said, and walked away. 

"What rapid life that man has led," 
The host, still angry, mutt'ring said; 
"ril make him pay for this night's spree 
When daylight comes and I can see." 
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ril* split spittoons on Athan's head 

Till he will wish that I was dead; 

ril take a full night i . pot 

And brain him there right on the spot. 

I'll pay him up for all the past, 
And drag him round both rough and fast; 
With him Til race like fleetest deer, 
And stop his wild jim-jam career. 

To him full / I will take. 

His cranium FU mash and break; 
Bombshells he'll think broke on his head; 
Forever then me he will dread. 

When I hit his head few hard whacks. 
He'll think it Nation with her ax; 
For Carrie is the gal, you know, 
Who swears saloons to hell must go. 

She says when Athan she reforms 
She'll raise cyclones and sandy storms; 
She will with hatchet hew saloons. 
And expert Athan throw spittoons. 

She will, says Carrie, ne'er relax 
Her efforts with her tiny ax; 
She says Le Athan will cease not 
To throw contents of ." / . pot. 



*Hcro Bob. 
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When they their fgrces shall unite, 
On barrooms hot will be the fight; 
With hatchet she'll assail barrooms, 
They'll fix the keepers for their tombs. 

The whiskey men must then hide out. 
With those two forces on the scout; 
They, armed with hatchet and spittoons, 
Marching on barrooms and saloons. 

When they for strife themselves array, 
Police come not within their way; 
She'll knock you sprawling, knock you down, 
With ' lye you he will drown. 

If Carrie will come to Birmingham on rampage 
belligerent she will find things "bilin' hot" when 
she gets here. 

ril pay her railroad fare and hotel bill for a 
week if she will make a raid on Birmingham. We 
boys will have more fun than we have when the 
circus comes. 

She and Le Vi Athan, armed with hatchet, 
spittoons and chamber pots, arrayed on one side 
in conflict fierce, with the saloon keepers on the 
other armed with beer faucets, mallets and bung- 
starters, and Chief Wier and Mayor Ward lead- 
ing the police in wild flight from the city for 
safety, would be a grand sight, and one never to 
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be forgotten, viewed with a spyglass from the 
top of a lofty skyscraper. 

I'm greater than Achilles, 

Or pious son of Anchises, 

Than he who dragged great Hector round. 

Or he who stretched Tumus on ground. 

When my ear's back and bowels swell, 
How frightened then will be Cockrell;* 
Out backway he will sneak and skip 
And hop across the Mississip'. 

When angry waves in my breast roll, 
Of myself lose I all control; 
I'll make Potomac waters shake 
And tremble as if in earthquake. 

Columbia . District wake I will 
When I stand where once stood Ben Hill; 
I'll jar things at such fearful rate, 
No snakes round there can hibernate. 

When I belch out grandiloquence, 
The worljj will marvel at my sense; 
The worM will stand awe-struck, aghast. 
When I spout forth a lofty blast. 



^Senator from Missouri. 

92 



No man in ancient Rome or Greece 
Could eloquence like I release; 
Cicero would have died with shame 
Had he but once heard me declaim. 

If Congress don't my bills all pass, 
I'll take the jawbone of an ass ; 
A deafening yell FU raise in hall ; 
Like Philistines that host will fall. 

Pandemonium wild will reign, 
No longer will seats they retain; 
Through doors, windows out fast they'll trot 
When Bob, their lord, "gits bilin' hot." 

That host will fall beneath that bone, 

Result of folly all their own ; 

In heaps will lie the mangled slain, 

The floor besmeared with blood and brain. 

When citizens see what I have wrought. 
They'll flee for fear they might get caught; 
They will among the mountains hide 
Till does my wrath somewhat subside. 

They'll hide from me, from my*i4CflLjaw, 
Till icebergs at the poles all thaw; 
The town I will depopulate. 
To my ambition satiate. 
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Monarchs of Europe all would quail 
If I upon their coasts should sail. 
Great Colonel Bob of Birmingham, 
Plenipotentuiring Sam* 

To Sam a sparkling gem I'd be, 
Ifme,theColonel he could see 
Whirl in dance at Court of St. James, 
In London, on the river Thames. 

I'll cut in London wide a dash. 

With all my fame and lie-bought cash; 

King Ed and I will be great chums. 

All night we'll rove till morning comes. 

When faded has last lingering star, 
We'll feast on viands and nectar; 
All day we'll laugh and welkin ring. 
And with court damsels dance and sing. 

In jubilee carouse I'll then. 
The lord, the czar of Rainbow Glen; 
And while my victim widows grieve, 
I'll feast until the sunset eve. 

When I across Atlantic float. 
The eyes of kings on me will gloat; 
They will at me give env'ous glance. 
As I their queens lead in the dance. 
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When I a queen once shall have whirled, 
The czar will say, ''God of this world, 
More beautiful he is by far 
Than Venus when she*s evening star." 

My concubines, oh, won't they cry, 
When o'er Atlantic's waves am I; 
They'll sing that song, "Come back to me, 
Come back across the dark blue sea. 

"If we could see you. Colonel dear. 
Could see your eyes, your voice could hear. 
We'd press us fondly to your .. 
To joy your heart we'd do our best. 

"What price we'd pay this morn to sip 
The honey dew that moists thy lip; 
That di'mond dew, so pure and clear. 
It rivals all, e'en beauty's tear." 

Ar. . Will Say 

When first I saw your beaut'us eyes, 
Far brighter than the starlit skies. 
When first my lips touched lips of thine, 
Seduced was then this heart of mine. 

All My ; . Will Say 

Your image never shall depart 
While vital spirit moves this heart; 
Within my mem'ry always seen 
As dew-wet grass with freshness green. 
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We'd press our quivering lips to thine, 
And hold your hand, to us divine; 
Our arms around your neck we'd clasp, 
And hold you firmly in our grasp. 

We'd lay our hands upon your cheek, 
And gaze within your eyes so meek; 
We would employ your f av'rite art 
To fill with joy your loving heart. 

Come o'er the sad sea waves, come home, 
You from us ne'er again shall roam; 
Ohj for your ruby lips to kisSj 
And share with seraphs heav'nly bliss. 

Come back across the "dark blue deep," 
That we no more may sigh nor weep; 
Come back, sweetest of cherubim, 
Without you heav'nly light is dim. 

Come home with your celestial charms. 
To our desiring eyes and arms; 
May you by waves be gently tossed 
While meas'ring back the seas you crossed. 

Delilah Will Say 
Come lay your head upon my lap, 
And sleep a soft, refreshing nap. 
While zeph'ring breeze and perfiuned air 
Your red cheeks fan while slumb'ring there. 
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Come lay your head upon my knees, 
And let soft sleep your senses seize; 
The luUabys the seraphs sing 
ril sing to you, sweet strains I'll bring. 

Ar. y: /r Will Say 
Come back, Bobbie, come back to us. 
And stop our tears and blubbering fuss; 
Come back, dear Bobbie, do make haste. 
We'll cling again around your waist. 

E^, Will Say 

Come dance once more with your dear girls, 
Your form so cute, as round it whirls 
First on heel tap, then on your toe. 
Merry across the room we'll go. 

"Cavort" will we from dusky eve 
Till morning twilight stars shall leave; 
Then feast till night once more draws near, 
Till stars aglow again appear. 

Fatima Will Say 
Soft sleep a stranger to our eyes. 
Our food are sorrows and our sighs; 
Of your return assurance give. 
Or we will not consent to live. 
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Ar. Will Say 

We wretched all remain in tears, 
Till ship with hero Bob appears; 
Our lives to sorrow, grief are prey. 
Sail to us at no distant day. 

^ Will Say 
May you while breathing Europe's air 
Be of the gods their constant care; 
Great Jupiter shield him from harm, 
Till round his neck I place my arm. 

How sweet the hours with you we've seen 
On - ' ' , ' green; 

While / :. . ; ' :\ r : ' . 

You; -^ - / V 



You \ ' . 

Of . • : • - ' , 

- - ^ -^ < «. , 

But you dear Bob, i' '; ; . r > / '\ 

Your-, dearest Bob, . .- 

* • - • • • . 

^.. ;; and -! • ^ . ', 

Andv :.' ' '': ' "/ '- .1 i^ .a. ' 
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Ar. 1 . Will Say 
Our tears overflow our beaut'ous eyes, 
Alarming neighbors with our cries; 
Ne'er was our fate from you to find 
A deed or word harsh or unkind. 

/Will Say 
Come back, Colonel, so kind and meek. 
And let us kiss your soft red cheek; 
And press us fondly to your breast. 
Darling Colonel, you i * ' 

May you the care of angels be 
While steaming on Atlantic Sea; 
Oh, watch him, angels, calm the tide. 
For Bob I love, and none beside. 

Calliope Will Say 

dearest one, I love you best, 

1 love you with a heart distressed; 
Fm watching, waiting here for thee. 
Again with you I wish to be. 

Juno Will Say 
While o'er Atlantic, wide and deep. 
And stars their vigil o'er you keep. 
We anxiously are waiting here 
Till Colonel Bobbie does appear. 
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- o Will Say 
Come home and see our new-born boy, 
Our life, our hope, our future joy; 
Your features are exact like his. 
For he just like his Papa is, hush ! sh, sh, sh. 

I, Bob, Will Say 
O baby, don't you for me cry. 
Your daddy's coming by and by; 
Your gallant father soon you'll see, 
I'll trit you, trot you on my knee. 

I'll buy you, baby, many toys. 
To roll on floor and make a noise; 
I'll make your mamma and you glad. 
And make you Colonel, like your dad. 

Hecuba Will Say 
Last night I dreamed I saw you high, 
Afloat on cloud in noonday sky; 
You little seraph, you looked proud 
While dancing on a silver cloud. 

Helen Will Say 
O could I see your smiling face. 
What comfort, what a sweet solace 
'Twould be to my now troubled heart. 
Which Bobbie's absence long makes smart. 
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Ar. '. : Will Say 
To miss your kiss at early morn 
Me hurts far worse than big-toe corn; 
What would I give this morn to sip 
The honey dew from off your lip. 

Camilla Will Say 
Recross, my love, the sunrise seas, 
Fly swift as arrows with the breeze; 
Fly, love, once more to my embrace. 
With swiftest eagles try the race. 

Helen Will Say 
With eyes the fairest to the view. 
With lips both moist with honey dew. 
With softest cheeks, with hair of floss, 
Come, Bobbie Colonel, sea recross. 

I, Bob. 
There's Brooklyn Gem, a fairy queen. 
Of angel face, age sweet sixteen; 
Her voice is that of mermaid song. 
Which holds me spellbound all night long. 

Brooklyn Gem Will Say 
That howling winds don't rough the seas, 
For you I'll be upon my knees; 
The seas that float my cooing dove. 
My dove, my first and only love. 
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Andromache Will Say 
O Goddess queen, supreme Jimo, 
How Bob I love full well you know; 
His blooming cheeks, his radiant eyes 
Are fairest gems beneath the skies. 

Thetis Will Say 
My love for you doth far surpass 
Queen Dido's love for iEneas; 
*Tis equalled only by your zeal 
To lie and pilfer and to steal. 

Chryseis Will Say 
Seraphic smile upon his face, 
He sure has won the heav'nly race; 
A star-decked mansion him awaits. 
Just inside of the pearly gates. 

A mansion fair adorned with stars 
Like Venus, Saturn and like Mars; 
With brightest planets all aglow. 
His mansion like in Glen Rainbow. 

Dido Will Say 
You my affections bore away. 
Within my eyes the tearg won't stay; 
Come home to me, cyclone winds beat 
With Merc'ry wings upon your feet. 
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Lily Nile Will Say 
Come, float back o'er the ocean wide, 
Nor stop till you shall reach my side; 
Come back to me, your Lily Nile, 
And stay with me a longer while. 

Brices Will Say 
My Bobbie, where, oh, where is he? 
His eyes again I long to see; 
Come back, for 'tis Brices who calls, 
Come back to Tuscaloosa Falls. 

We'll steal to some sequestered spot, 
Where htmian ears can hear us not; 
And tell each other of love there. 
So pure, so heav'nly and so rare. 
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I love you, Bobbie, yes I do. 
My arms and 1 . ' I - t come to; 
ril make you, darling, happy there, 
As sporting birds in balmy air. 

.. Will Say 
Exquisite is your beauty, love. 
Exceeding far the stars above; 
Your beauty has ne'er been excelled 
Since waves and tides in ocean swelled. 

Jemima Will Say 
Come, slumber sweetly c "^ ' ', 
Within my arms take tranquil rest; 
Here close your coruscating eyes, 
And dream of seraphs in the skies. 

Venus Will Say 
Come home, no longer from me stay. 
And slumber :;. ' . . * ; ^^ may; 
Cut you the air as swift Peri, 
While winging flight from cloud to sky. 

Penelope Will Say 
No longer can I brook delay, 
No longer from you stay away; 
May sink the ship in ocean wide 
That bore you from me o'er the tide. 
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Cleopatra Will Say 
Unmatched in manners as in face, 
With every known and lovely grace, 
Ten thousand worlds, if hunted through. 
Could not produce one such as you. 

To silver-footed dames I'd say, 

I'll sail to you without delay; 

Though tossed o'er waves by wind's rough 

sports, 
I'll make again the U. S. ports. 

I'll leave the court of Britain's king. 
To your seraphic charms I'll cling; 
I'll to you bring my lips to kiss, 
Twill to you be archangel bliss. 

When port I've reached and entered in. 
The where I so oft have been. 

Then Cupid will us nectar feed, 
Through heav'nly dreams he us will lead. 

When in my bed I of each dream, 
Of floating down some fairy stream. 
Those dames in visions sweet I see, 
Those girls always so true to me. 

I dream down stream our canoe floats. 
Their songs excelling angel notes; 
Each heart so light, so gay and glad, 
I dream of bliss oft with them had. 
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When my refulgent eyes they view, 
Like grass when wet with drops of dew, 
They cannot then resist my charms. 
They swoon, they fall limp in my arms. 

Briseis Queen, of form slender. 
Soft eyes of jet, heart so tender, 
A beauteous, a lovely maid. 
From me she never yet has strayed. 

Ar. ' ' , with bright and blooming charms. 
Received me with desiring arms ; 
With sweetest smiles she to me flew. 
My neck around her white arms threw. 

She kisses me when I go in. 

And when within long time I've been, 

She kisses me when I go out. 

To lie and steal round tozvn about. 

Great, mighty Julius Caesar! 
How : . .. : ' * 7 . • , 
When round my neck her arms she throws. 
She says Fm sweet e'en to my toes. 

Each t-.. i' * . . I r ' •."♦ 

She swoons away in ecstasies; 
She, fainting, lifeless, says, "My lark, 
Fly with me round and through Spring Park. 
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"O'er that Elysian Park me fly, 
Sometimes down low, sometimes up high ; 
O'er Park you stole which gold did yield. 
Alight on cloud with your Ar. * '/• 

"While riding on a cloud above, 

In arms of you, my only love, 

ril sleep and dream while in those arms 

On cloud adrift o'er fertile farms. 

"Asleep, but often we will kiss. 
And dream of angels and their bliss; 
ril fondly;. . ' , ^ 

I faint! Cupid relate the rest." 

I vomit great lies from my jaws, 
To tremble Stygian waves I cause; 
It makes the devil grin and pout 
To hear his rival great lies spout. 

I, great and matchless Colonel Bob, 
Will scab old Charon, take his job; 
rU bridge, old Styx with railroad bars, 
And cross it with electric cars. 

Oflf hinges I will snatch hell gates. 
And terrify the charred inmates; 
And in hell such a riot raise 
As ne'er before was in that blaze. 
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What is it Colonel Bob can't do? 
He beats all hell nineteen to two; 
ril take the devil by his tail, 
And break his damn back 'cross a rail. 

Ill swing him by his tail around, 
And bust his damned head on the ground; 
ril jerk him out, clean out his hide, 
And throw him o'er Pacific wide. 

On Asia's highest mount he'll light. 
In his fast western hideless flight; 
A feast for wolves and cyclops grim. 
And that will be the last of him. 

I'll clad a navy with his hide. 
And waves of all the seas I'll ride; 
The navies of the world I'll shell, 
And sink them into kingless hell. 

Gibraltar then I will bombard, 
I'll hit it fast, I'll hit it hard; 
I'll pulverize it into dust 
And scatter it with wint'ry gust. 

Now where Gibraltar proudly stands 
The ocean waves will leave their sands ; 
Now where the siege guns oft resound 
The fish will make their spawning ground. 
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I will command on all the seas. 
With fierce winds uproot forest trees; 
The elements must to me bow, 
As do magnates in B'ham now. 

When I from London town return, 
When I the ways of kings well learn, 
To common stock I will not speak. 
On Comer* 'twill my vengeance wreak. 

Comer FU take by heels or hair. 
And whirl him round and round in air; 
ril fling him on Red Mount's top stones. 
For snarling wolves to gnaw his bones. 

My chums will then be but "damn" few, 
I'll all but rich and great eschew; 
I'll from that class my friends select. 
With scorn all others I'll reject. 

To Woodward, Hillman and that crowd, 
To speak to them I'll be too proud; 
To them I'll say, "I never knew 
Such trashy poor as all of you." 

My kinf oiks then I will deny. 
And claim from better stock came I; 
From ancient kings I'll claim descent. 
Their claims of kinship to prevent. 
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When I immortal honors earn, 
And I from foreign courts return. 
The cannon will peal forth their roar, 
And shake the earth from shore to shore. 

When I for landing bring a whoop, 
The world will be there in a group ; 
They'll want to see the man so grand 
Returning from a foreign land. 

Blow loudly ye, the trumpet blow. 
All nations let remotest know; 
Proclaim the news the world around 
When Great Bob tramps Manhattan ground. 

When I at wharf a landing make. 
The people will their hats off take; 
They'll bow to me and raise a shout. 
Heard to the moon, or thereabout. 

My subjects will most humbly sing, 
"God save our great, our noble king; 
He's greatest monarch on the earth. 
Who e'er has lived or will have birth." 

Each subject will fall on his knees 
When he his matchless monarch sees; 
He will remain there in that plight 
Till I pass on beyond his sight. 
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Long strides up Broadway then I'll take, 
With billions in my glitt'ring wake 
Trying to see with their own eyes 
The greatest man beneath the skies. 

From distant parts of world they'll come, 
The railroad wheels with them will hum; 
On Manhattan they all will pile, 
I fear they'll sink that whole damned isle. 

Great kings will send their navies there. 
In hope my honors part to share; 
When I steam into New York Bay, 
Their guns heard will be far away. 

Oh, won't the bands make music there. 
With sweetest strains perfume the air; 
Much sweeter far those strains will be 
Than mermaid songs on deep blue sea. 

The peals of mirth will afar roll. 
They'll wake the echoes of North Pole; 
Reverberate they will from there. 
And ride all currents of the air. 

The rich, the great, will all be there. 
From all the parts of everywhere 
Hoping of me to get a view. 
For thieves great like Boh are damned few. 
Ill 



My girls there all will be, 

Tliose songs siting so sweet to me; 
' ., the gold-haired nightingale, 
Will be there sure, she will not fail. 

\ will be there with her girls, 
Their hair adorned with graceful curls; 
The demimondes will all be there. 
Some kink, some curl, some long straight hair. 

When I from poor steal all I want, 
From hunger weak, from himger gaimt, 
In B'ham I will ' . ^ build; 
With sweetest girls I'll have it filled. 

A scraper sky, it will be right. 
On which the moon can rest at night; 
ril build it till it props the sky. 
Nine and ninety tall stories high. 

Oh, won't I have a 1. i gay, 
Carouse I will both night and day; 
I'll get on top, and there be seen 
By Edward king, and by his queen. 

In L., : ^' .o shall be chief. 
Because^ ^ ' ' _ '\ , 

She gives to me her fondest kiss, 
Her title there shall be ''Big Sis." 
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ril fill ! . :. with fairest girls, 

With straight hair some, and some with curls', 

Their eyes aglow like planet stars, 

Like Saturn, Venus, and like Mars. 

If I catch round there Underwood, 
He'll run forever if he could ; 
Afraid he'll be to see my face. 
His tracks in B'ham will be "skace/' 

He'll run all round and round about. 
With collar ope and shirt-tail out; 
He'll run this way, and sometimes that, 
Without his coat, his shoes or hat. 

If I catch Roads in mile of there. 
Up on head straight will stand his hair ; 
Far o'er Red Mount himself he'll take. 
And ^ - ' foul leave within his wake. 

When gets he to the Shades of Death,* 
Long leaping and most out of breath. 
He'll jump from this to further side. 
And air and wind he'll on still ride. 

If I catch Prowell thereabout, 

I'll Waterloo him in a rout; 

Nine times on ground he will be slammed; 

If I don't do it I'll be damned. 
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He'll run as Seventh Cavalry did. 
As when from Benton fast they slid; 
With Wilson shooting at their backs, 
They fast away all made their tracks. 

I'd make him to me suppl'ant bow, 
To do my will Fd make him vow; 
He'd come and go both at my nod. 
And pray to me instead of God. 

If he could see me coming where 
Him I could see round lingering there. 
He'd get "right now" on him a "hump,' 
Like sixteen harlequins he'd jump. 

If you from me could see him "git," 
The air and breezes see him split. 
You'd say, "Good God, oh, don't he run 
When 'tis for safety, not for fun/' 

When round a corner he would turn. 
He'd heat the wind till it would burn; 
Wild buffalo, with box on tail. 
To keep close up with him would fail. 

He'd only hit the places high. 
And from me he would fairly fly; 
From Birmingham himself he'd take. 
Like rabbit hide in caney brake. 
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If I one lick on his head fetch, 
I'll make him always hard to "ketch"; 
ril make him understand and know 
Twas Bob who hit Patterson so. 

It is not by the public known 
Billy Patterson Bob made groan; 
But I it was who struck that blow, 
That made the blood from Bill's nose flow. 

Bill saw the stars in all the skies 
When hit I him between the eyes; 
The blood it flowed in ruddy streams, 
And far away were heard Bill's screams. 

I sure did Billy paralyze. 
And echoed far his plaintive cries. 
Great were his pains, intense his woes, 
When o'er his face I spread his nose. 

Bill after that me much did dread. 
He sometimes wished that I was dead. 
He said when my fist struck his lip 
Twas like a broadside from a ship. 

Bill's teeth I scattered o'^er the plain. 
Like wreckage flying from the Maine. 
He said, "No more with Bob I'll meet, 
I'd rather fight the British fleet." 
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If Virgil could come back and write 
A poem on my life and might, 
Of -^neas he'd be ashamed, 
Augustus would not there be named. 

Bend! bend! you here, both eyes at me, 
Of Adam's race, the greatest see; 
Augustus was a mere upstart 
Compared to Bob, the thief, the smart. 

Already trembles Mississip, 
And on her waters every ship. 
Every time I bellow loud. 
Or stamp my foot in anger proud. 

My name and fame will ne'er be lost. 
But like huge balls on fire be tossed 
From continent to islands all. 
Ne'er to be dimmed nor to earth fall. 

From there again will they be hurled 
To all the parts of all the world. 
They flaming will ascend to stars. 
Be read by citizens of Mars. 

Recumbent now, at ease am I, 
And watch the birds as they fly by, 
Loll I in noontide heat in shades, 
Trimiped world I've with both jack and spades. 
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My happiness is now complete. 
For all my foes have found defeat; 
Resplendent now my glory shines, 
Around my head in haloes twines. 

Let my fame spread o'er lands uncrossed and 
seas unsailed. 

No oblivion shall ever be able to shadow or 
obscure my praises. Unquestionably, genera- 
tions in the misty ages of distant futurity will 
stand aghast and amazed when they hear and read 
of my achievements, marvellous and vast. My 
glories will flourish in the memories of all ages, 
posterity will admire and sacredly cherish them, 
eternity itself will always them preserve. Let 
my fame be sung aloud by the beautiful songster 
warbling his melodious notes as he sports upon 
his nature-painted wings in the gentle, balmy 
winds; yea, let it be sung the world around by 
every morning, noontide and evening zephyr that 
ruffles the sweet-scented air as it frolics gaily 
o'er lands and wind-kissed waves of the seas 
in every clime. Let angels all harps of me attune. 

rU now to bed, while moon beams bright, 
I'll slumber till the morning light 
Shall fade the sparkling stars away. 
And birds with song shall greet the day. 
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rU visit now the land of dreams, 
Where everything so strangely seems; 
ril dream of ^. 
And dream with her through dance I reeled. 

ril dream and sleep till Goddess Mo'n 
Aurora, sprinkles Earth with dawn; 
Till she shall sip, with morning light, 
The dew distilled from air at night. 

ril sleep until the dawning beam 
Purples the mountain and the stream; 
Where hundred times or more Fve lain 
And dreamed of thefts Tve made again. 

ril sleep till sun shall blithe the day. 
And greet the dell with golden ray; 
Till deliquence will moonshine pure. 
And songs of birds once more allure. 

ril sleep till Aurora shall sip 
The sparkling dews with quiv'ring lip, 
Till wolf she drives to hidden den. 
And lights the mirthy Iris Glen. 

rU sleep without remorse or fear 
Until the songs of birds I hear ; 
Till morning sun, with rad'ance gilds 
The western skies and Warrior hills. 
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On perfumed down Great Bob will lie. 
While moon traverses milk way sky; 
While Morpheus with embrace soft 
Holds me as when an infant oft. 

And now to self FU say good-night, 
And rest my brainy head on white 
Pillows jieat, made of softest down. 
All robed in silk and satin gown. 

And loudly will I snore and sleep, 
While hungry poor my victims weep; 
From them I stole, it was my right, 
To gallant Colonel Bob good-night. 
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